Soren 
ee 


eipe 


itor 
tency 


a yh, 


Book No. ACCESSION 


‘Form 16 30M-6-29 


Pall 


Digitized by the Internet Archive 
In 2022 with funding from 
Kahle/Austin Foundation 


https://archive.org/details/ooemsO000alki 


G. P. PUTNAM’S SONS 

NEW YORK AND LONDON 

The Knickerbocker Press 
1920 


CoPpyYRIGHT, 1920 
BY 
A; GL. KIP 


nicherbo 
Bik 


New “Gork 


CONTENTS 


PAGE 
EVENING I 
THE SOUL’s INVITATION ; , : ; : 2 
DESOLATION 3 
THE AFTERGLOW : : : : : ‘ 4 
THE HIGHER LIFE 5 
RETROSPECT 6 
INSPIRATION : : : : ‘ : 5 ead 
DISCONSOLATE . : ; , : e : 13 
A REVERIE. : : ; ‘ i : F 15 
ETERNITY . , : ; ) : : fa iG 
I THINK OF THEE : ; 4 : ; vee, 
LA JOURNEE : ; : , ; : i = HE) 
MorNING OF THE SOUL ; Z : : 2 ti 
SABBATH EVE . , ; : : : sr n22 
TWILIGHT . : : : : ; ; 23 
An AUTUMN WHISPER , : - : eH) 
MEMORIES . : : ; : ‘ ; aes 
To— _. : : ‘ : ‘ 4 we «26 
SPIRIT OF THE WILD ROSE . : : . tee 27 
MAN AND NATURE ‘ : ; ‘ : 2S 
Lo é : 5 ‘ : ; af ede, 
A DAVIN EARLY SPRING. : ; : PB GS, 
THE MEADOWLARK .. ‘ ; : ' wees 
VEGA 2 E F ; : : ‘ Pees? 


LAKE MICHIGAN : ; : ‘ eS 
iii 


iv Contents 


AFTER THE RAIN 
INDIAN SUMMER 
ASPIRATION 

A Day 1n AuTUMN 
THE PASSING OF AUTUMN 
AUTUMN ECHOES 
WINTER , ; 
THE DANGEROUS GIRL 
THE BLOOMING GIRL 
A WINTER-NIGHT FANTASY . 
YESTERDAY 

Tue WorLD 
ENDURANCE 

JUPITER 

SWEDENBORG ; 
NATURE’S AWAKENING 
Dip MEN But Know . 
TRANSITION 

LONGING 

PURITY 

THE Oak 

HOPE 

To THE MUSE 

THE SEA OF LOVE 

A PoRTRAIT IN VERSE 
/THE LIVERWORT 
TWILicuT FIELDS 

THE BELLWORT . 

THE TRILLIUM 

THE ANEMONE 


PAGE 


Contents Vv 


THE ADDER’S TONGUE , ; : : y0n.68 
THE LILAC : 3 ; : : : : 69 
LILY OF THE VALLEY . ; : : . : 70 
THE LADY SLIPPER ‘ : : ; ; : 71 
THE BUTTERCUP A : : ; ; ; IE 
THE PINK . ; ‘ , : : z 73 
THE DANDELION ; : 2 , : ; 74 
THE TULIP : ; ; : F : 2 75 
FALSE SOLOMON’s SEAL , : E , - 76 
THE May APPLE. : , ‘ ‘ 5 , 77 
PEONY F : : 5 : , } , 78 
THE LARKSPUR . 2 : : : : ; 79 
FLEUR-DE-LIS_. ‘ ? : , 7 MSO: 
THE Poppy ; ; ; ; ; ; : 81 
THE GOLDENROD ; ; : ’ ; = Ye 
WILD BERGAMOT : ; ; Z ; nos 
TUBEROSE 1 : : : : i SSA: 
CONE FLOWER . ; ; ; f ’ ? 85 
EVENING PRIMROSE . ; ; } : . 86 
WILD SUNFLOWER : : : : E weeS7 
SPREADING DOGBANE . F : ; ; iawcs 
CORNFLOWER : z 4 : ; : a tof8) 
GLADIOLUS ° ; j : ; : : 90 
WHITE MELILOT 5 ; 4 ; ; Or 
EVENING PEACE . ; , , F o2 
THE SANDS OF TIME . ; : : eo 
MEN AND NATURE : : : ; , Ot 
SWEET PEA ; : : ; F ; aeO5 
YELLOW WooD SORREL . : : ; , Oe 


DAHLIA : ete. : : : 4 peor 


vi Contents 


PAGE 
NASTURTIUM : : : : ; oy ROS 
Waite CLEMATIS ; , : : . 99 
HYDRANGEA ; ; i ; 7 + FIOo 
GREEN-HEADED CONEFLOWER F Cove 
CANNA : : ; : pe OZ 
CARDINAL FLOWER , : ; : 7 "163 
WILp ASTER ‘ : : s . ; ee (O77 
CuINA-ASTER : : : 3 ; ‘ =) HOS 
Lion’s Foor : : : : : ‘ . 106 
SALVIA : ; : ; : 2 : 7 SkO7 
GENTIAN . ; ‘ : : : : _. 108 
WorRSHIP . ; é ; ‘ P ’ . 109 
Aw OcToBer Day , ; 3 : : =) SEO 
VALE : : : : : ; / + S012 
CHRYSANTHEMUM ; : ; : oy, S03 
THE NARCISSUS : : ; : ; Sores: 
SPRING. ; : : ‘ 5, Gdn 
THE BAPTISM OF SORROW ; : z ~ 116 
THE HYACINTH . : : . ; ; Oh si 7, 
JouN WoRcESTER: IN MEMORIAM . : , . res 
THE BLOODROOT : i é : : ee © a°) 
WiLp PHLOX : : : é 1 er20: 
A WoopLAND REVERIE : : : ‘ 25 
EVENING ON LAKE MICHIGAN ; , , 5) 4422 
ATEVEN . : : 3 : : ser 23 
SPRING OF I90I_ . : : : \ é ed 
GREEN ORCHIS . : ; 2 ; : Ww er25 
THE WAGTAIL . : F : : : 7 aREZ6 
THe SHIN-LEAF . ; $ : ; f a1 327 


SPOTTED PIPSISSEWA . : ; 3 we r2s 


Contents 


THE HAREBELL ; : : 
GREEN Mountain, Mv. Desert IsLanp 
JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT 

THE BOBOLINK 

THE PEWEE F 

SMooTH FatsE FoxGLoyve 

THE AMERICAN GOLDFINCH . 
THE CUCKOO 

THE VERVAIN 

THE TOUCH-ME-NOT 

THE CENTURY PLANT . 

THE SNEEZEWEED 

THE TRUMPET-WEED 

THE HOLLYHOCK. 

THE Moon 

SUNSET ; : 

THE ALTAR OF INCENSE 

THE KINGLET 

THE BLACKBIRD . 

THE CATBIRD 

THE FLAMINGO 

THE JUNCO 

THE CARDAMINE 

THE MyrtLE WARBLER 
TRAILING ARBUTUS 

THE BALTIMORE ORIOLE 

THE Woop THRUSH 

THE InpDiGo BrirpD 

THE WHIPPOORWILL 

THE ROSE-BREASTED GROSBEAK 


vil 
PAGE 
129 
130 
131 
132 
133 
134 
135 
136 
137 
138 
139 
140 
141 
142 
143 
44 
145 
146 
147 
148 
149 
150 
I5I 
152 
153 
154 
155 
156 
158 
159 


vill Contents 


PAGE 
SWEET SYRINGA . : F : : . . 160 
THE SCARLET TANAGER : ‘ é : 7 erGr 
THE ROBIN : : : d : : = Ge 
THE TALE OF THE BLUE JAY ; ; ; 5 Ge 
THE INDIAN PIPE : ; ; 2 , . 164 
THE THISTLE . ; : : : ; . 165 
Day’s WANING . : : : : F :* 166 
OcTOBER . ; 2 Z ; : : 5 SiG 
NATURE AND MAN ; : , , . . 168 
THE BEAUTY OF PEACE é : 3 : . 169 
REMINISCENCE . : : : : ; A 7 O 
An EVENING MEDITATION . q Pee gal 
THE VESPER SPARROW ; ; : : a Ey 2 
THE PAINTED CuP : : ; : é = We 
THE CEDAR WAXWING. : ; : : = 274 
THE FaLtsE DrRAGON-HEaD . : : : . 175 
THE SELF-HEAL . : : : ; ; =, 176 
THE DESMODIUM : : P ‘ 3 el 77, 
THE YARROW. ; é , : f me o 
THE TANSY : : : : : : A 70 
THE BUTTERFLY , : 5 : . . 180 
THE ARROW-HEAD : ; : Sess 
THE WATER-LILY ‘ : : ; ; AL S4. 
Day’s ENDING . ‘ ‘ ; : : . 186 
THE OTHER WoRLD : 3 ‘ : . 188 
REstT ; ‘ : : : : , . 190 
THE PURPLE GERARDIA - . : : : 4 OP 
THE WALKING-STICK . ; : : 2 , TOR 
THE CRICKET. : ‘ : ; ; 5 ey 


THE Katypip_. ; : : 3 : . 195 


Contents ix 


PAGE 
THE [RON-WEED AND THE BLAZING STAR : . 198 
THE MALLOW AND THE RUMEX . : : . 199 
THE PASSING OF SUMMER. : : : . 200 
LIFE’s WANING . : P x , ; = op 
THE SNAKE-HEAD ‘ : : ; . 202 
GLory f : : ; 2 : ; 5 Pep} 
SADNESS. : : : , ; ; . 204 
LiFe’s AUTUMNS : ; : : F AOR 
ETERNAL NATURE : A : : : 78206 
NATURE’S TEMPLE P : : f f . 207 
REMEMBRANCE OF SUMMER . : ; } . 208 
SUMMER’S RETURN ; : 3 : 200) 
THE Marci oF LIFE ’ ; ; ‘ a2 TO 
A LovE Lyric . : : d : ; 2 ahi 
SEPTEMBER ; : ‘ ; : , Oe 
THE SEAGULL . : 2 ‘ : ‘ » Bre 
THE BELTED KINGFISHER . : : ; Bhi 
CouPp_eETsS . : : : ; ; 3 . aN 
THE WORLD SEA : : , é : eee 7, 
THE BuSH-HONEYSUCKLE . : F i . 218 
A DayIN JUNE . , ; s : : » Bee 
A SEA FANTASY . : ; ; : : 220 
THE TOWHEE . : : , ; : Behe 
THE WEIGELIA . : : ; 5 : 1 PRD 
THE CAPE JESSAMINE , : ‘ ; 5 PR 
InMyCanoz . ; ; . 224 
THE SPELL OF NATURE : : ; 3 n220 
An AUTUMN PASTORAL : : : ; ee 27, 
LATE AUTUMN . : , : : : , vepss) 


SOLITUDE . , P : : : : e229 


x Contents 


AT EVEN 
RECOMPENSE 
GLoriIA MunpI1 
SECURITY 
EQUANIMITY 
PROVIDENCE 
AGE AND YOUTH 
A Love SonG 
OLD AGE 

THE REDSTART 
Our BEsT . 
LiFE’s PoTION 
Joy 

Life's TRIUMPH 


PAGE 
230 
231 
232 
233 
234 
235 
237 
239 
240 
242 
243 
245 
246 
247 


POEMS 


1 LU pile 
WI , 
‘ WT 


aie STS 


ae 
itr uy n't " = 
a 


7.) ‘ 


EVENING 


At the quiet droop of day 

Leaden troubles glide away, 

As the peaceful shadows stray, 
Breathing rest. 


Till day’s garish gleam is past, 

While the fierce contentions last, 

And the soul is hurrying fast, 
Sorely pressed; 


All the throbbing nerves are strained 
For a height yet unattained, 
For achievements—to be gained 

No one knows. 


But when day’s mad hopes depart, 

All the rapt emotions start, 

As sweet stillness fills the heart 
With repose. 


THE SOUL'S INVITATION 


O come to my bosom and rest fondly there, 
Free of pain and of turmoil, of trouble or care! 
Rest till all darkness lights into day, 

And sorrow and sadness are banished away! 


Come, spirit, enter the gates of my soul, 

And hours on hours shall unheeded roll, 

Till lost in the gladness that comes but from thee, 
Thou, sweetest angel, openest heaven to me! 


DESOLATION 


I stood beside the ocean wide; 

The moonlight streamed and tossed and died, 
A vapor wandered o’er the skies, 

And in the darkness sobbed the tide. 


I stood beside the ocean wide; 

It moaned and seethed and quivered, 
In every wave I saw a grave, 

To bury joy forever. 


And as each billow heaved and strayed, 
My soul was in its shadow laid, 

And with each wave my tears were staved 
By vaster depths of sorrow. 


I looked far on to see an end, 
But even heaven seemed to bend, 
And tide and sky together blend 
On to eternity. 


THE AFTERGLOW 


The colors deaden in the west, 
The red sun hurriedly goes down, 
The winds wing lighter o'er the grass, 
And labor slackens in the town. 


But o’er the East a gorgeous bloom 
Glows purple as the damask rose, 
And caught upon the tossing sea 
A golden flood of fire flows. 


The kine grow dimmer in the vale, 
And soft the sail upon the sea, 

More lustrous is the liquid dark 
Of the brook that skirts the lea. 


The sunburst smolders to the verge, 
And far above bright Hesper gleams, 

While overhead the lucid moon 
Deepens all her silver beams. 


The flowers close, the noises cease, 
The stars are one by one unfurled; 
Light stays her wings in one long flight, 
And skims down to the under world. 


THE HIGHER LIFE 


I turn to Thee from things below 
To heighten all my soul in Thine; 
O Father! kneeling at Thy shrine, 

I leave behind the voice of woe. 


Thou speakest in the morning bloom, 
And where the lights at even set; 
I see Thee, though mine eyes are wet, 
And Thou art with me in the gloom. 


I feel Thee, and my sorrows cease, 
Thou art the nearest to my soul; 
O Father! thro’ my heart unroll 
The light of everlasting peace, 


The good and true without alloy, 
A life to ever upward move, 
The glory of eternal love, 

The song of everlasting joy! 


A RETROSPECT 


I think as one who looks and sees 
The frozen Winter on the ground, 
And hears the tempest creaking round 
The branches of the leafless trees; 


Who mourns the dullness of the day, 
The sereness of the barren fields; 
(From upland unto upland steals 

The cheerless vapor dulled in gray;) 


And sighs, and longing for the bloom 
That mellows all the dreary land, 
He fancies it to be at hand, 

And passes from the present gloom; 


And sees a placid morn arise 
On Eden landscapes flushed with Spring, 
And hears the flowering valleys ring 
With echoes of a thousand lays; 


While odorous breezes ever stray 
*Mid billows of ambrosial heat, 
And runlets unto runlets meet, 

To murmur to the sparkling bay; 
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A Retrospect 


From belt to belt of glistening dew, 

Of gorgeous sea, of merry land, 

To where in boundless glory spanned, 
The hills become a streak of blue. 


The gladness of his dream is such 
That half his grief is purged away; 
A blossom springs, and all the day 

Is softened with a hallowed touch. 


So I, as wearily I con 
The Winter of the race of man, 
The Winter of the heart, and scan 
The centuries darkening as they run, 


And watch the throes of Church and State, 
Fair Truth to black confusion hurled, 
Or the upheaval of a world 

Amid the bellowings of hate, 


With Care and Want that grasp and grind, 
Twin brothers in an equal race; 
Or see the blotted ages trace 

The blindness of the human mind; 


The harrowing wars that never still, 
Brothers from one another turn, 
While to the fallen but a spurn, 

“*Go onward, Fool, to meet thy hell!” 


The servile knees that ever wait 
On every turning of the tide; 


A Retrospect 


The Titan pinnacles of Pride; 
The clashing thunders of Debate; 


Contentions for the foremost prize 
That breeding fury clamor past, 
While Envy bubbles up to cast 

Its balefulest venom ere it dies. 


Ah me! what joyless records here, 
What scenes to stir the founts of grief; 
The vast world-pages like a leaf 

Drop one by one decayed and sere. 


Drop one by one, while thick and fast, 
The tears of meeker natures flow, 
The tears of dreariness and woe, 

In one long current through the past. 


Yet all my thoughts toll not with plaint. 
Nor breathe an ever brooding care; 
The brighter hopes of brightness bear 

Some growing presage of content. 


And as downcast I sadly view 
The frozen landscape of the past, 
I know it will not always last, 

A Spring must here awaken too. 


And half my wistful sorrows cease; 
T see not things quite as they are, 
For mellowing through the mist afar, 
There gleam the promises of peace. . 


A Retrospect 


And other strains encircling fling 
Some wakening notes upon my ear, 
Suggestions of a kindlier cheer, 

That through the soul’s wide portals ring, 


And whisper, ‘‘In the frozen deeps 
There sleep the seeds of future growth, 
The sowings of a lordlier worth, 

Reissuing from the godless heaps’’; 


That murmur, “Night no more shall pen 
The large horizon of the mind; 
Nor Hatred, Strife, and Envy find 
Opprobrious residence in men. 


“‘Look upward! From the shining slopes, 
There strikes the light of coming years; 
The dim world-center throbbing nears; 

A mystic flood of glory opes; 


‘Ethereal impulse beating through 

The dark confines of lawless might, 

Vast spirit heavings;—through the night 
There spreads a veil of living dew.”’ 


I quicken, all my pulses throng 
With warm emotions brooding long, 
Rapt fancies bursting into song, 
And gentle motions waxing strong. 


I quicken, for I too may see 
The fuller life upon the land; 
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New vigor flitting strand to strand, 
And lighter waves along the sea. 


And round my sorrows that are spent 
The swelling tides of comfort fold, 
Bright continents of hope where rolled 

The gloomy seas of discontent. 


For deeply, growing more and more, 

A grander, holier world-age wakes; 

And through the countless forces breaks 
The music of a perfect law, 


And gathers in a freshlier song 
That flashes on from light to light,— 
And trembling thro’ the sullen night, 
There streak the fringes of the dawn. 


INSPIRATION 


Sweet spirit, lull me to slumber 
With touch of rapt minstrelsy; 
With the glow of poetic number 
Lift the veil of eternity. 
The song the forest sings, 
The cry the ocean brings, 
Be thy moan. 


Let the lily-like fragrance of hope 
Breathe through thine immortal strain, 
Let the accents of eloquence drop 
Like the notes of a dying refrain. 
As the voice of the lark, 
As the grace of the hart, 
Be thy tone. 


Sing the death of earth-thralling sense, 

And the pinions of spirit unfurled; 
Sing the wane of the battle intense, 

And the birth of an infinite world. 
Of the peace of the soul, 
Of the bliss of the goal, 

Be thy lay. 
II 
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Inspiration 


Thrill the deeps of the healéd heart 
With the knowledge that sorrow is gone. 
Let the incense of gratitude start 
In an anthem of deathless song; 
With the ills that have been, 
And the burdens of sin, 
Cast away. 


DISCONSOLATE 


Why disconsolate? The light, the breeze 
That softens through the leafy bowers, 
The quiv’ring billow on the seas, 
And on the land the breath of flowers. 


Why disconsolate? The towers wrought 
By wrinkled logic’s massive hand, 

And, fathoming the vast abysms of thought, 
Staid philosophy’s dim wand. 


Wherefore disconsolate? Behold, 
Fair science rises like a sun 

On worlds unknown, and fast unfold 
The lands of light from darkness won. 


And why disconsolate? The hum 
Of busy life in mart and mead, 

The keen delight of duty done, 
The active hope and gentle deed. 


Ah, why disconsolate? Thy mind 
Can feel the glow of truth divine, 

And rapturous, lofty, unconfined, 
About the gates of glory twine. 
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Disconsolate 


On ev’ry side throb full and broad 
The waves of life ineffable; 

Bring then thy heart in sweet accord, 
And find a joy immeasurable. 


A REVERIE 


Soft, raven locks, how fair you are, 
That twine around that brow of snow! 
Dark, shimmering eyes, how grand you are, 
Deep musing in the soul’s shadow! 
But silken hair and slumberous eye 
For me all sere and faded lie. 


Curved, tender form, how lithe thou art, 
With heaving breast and glimmering neck! 

What crystal thoughts thy glances dart, 
What love-born crimson warms thy cheek! 

But shapely form and queenly face 

For me but sad remembrance trace. 


Yet, if the winds of fate most stern 
Have kept our barks of life apart, 

’Tis but with wistful thought I yearn, 
There is no sting within my heart. 

The light, the joy, the grace are there, 

And I can look, love, worship,—and forbear. 
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ETERNITY 


What wilt thou show when life is fled, 
A hoard of gold, a lofty name? 

When thou art numbered ’mong the dead, 
Of what avail the wealth or fame? 


Yon beauteous clay, where earthly grief 
Hath hewn the lines of spirit strong,— 
A garnered sheaf, a withered leaf, 
A sob-bewildered, broken song. 


But for the long, eternal roll 
Of years unnumbered as the stars, 
What lasting conquests bears thy soul 
From out the clash of earthly wars? 


All lies before thee, spurning ill, 

The highest height, the raptest sense; 
Ah! wilt thou not thy spirit fill 

With Heaven’s unfading recompense? 


I THINK OF THEE 


When night’s purple shades are falling, 
All day’s stately splendor palling, 
Unto rest and slumber calling, 

I think of thee. 


When the autumn fields are growing 
Sad and somber in their showing, 
And their happy light is going, 

I think on thee. 


When the joyous morning breaketh, 
And the strong sun journey taketh, 
And the glowing hope awaketh, 

I long for thee. 


When the hearth is sparkling widely 
With the firelight beside me, 
Full of fancies flitting idly, 

I wish for thee. 


When in spirit contemplation— 

With uplifted adoration— 

Of God’s footstool, the Creation, 
I yearn for thee. 
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Ah, when thy tasks are put by, 

And thou ponderest dreamily, 

Sighing, thou scarcely knowest why, 
Think’st thou of me? 


LA JOURNEE 


The dawn is bright 
With heavenly light, 
The chorus of creation rises; 
And in my heart, 
Dull self apart, 
A fount of melody uprises. 


The sun is high, 
In flashing sky, 
The sordid earth transfiguring; 
And my slow life, 
With sunny strife, 
The hosts of work beleaguering. 


The world is mute, 
Hushed Nature’s lute, 
And over the hills the evening’s flush; 
And in my soul 
Sweet fancy’s roll, 
And golden love’s ethereal blush. 


The day is wan, 
The night comes on, 
19 
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La Journée 


In beauty wakes the firmament; 
And in the dark, 
Past earthly mark, 

There drifts a mystic wonderment. 


* MORNING OF THE SOUL 


Cease with the haggard night the throbs of pain, 
Come with the morning light a fresher strain; 
The heavy-visaged sorrow quite forgot, 

The tears of pallid woe remembered not. 


Mourning hath caused grim shadowings to start, 
And grief hath made a desert of the heart; 

But grief and mourning of the night are bred, 
And vanished are when vanquished night is fled. 


Strike then vaster chords, let sunny music chime, 

Wake lordlier thoughts, blossomings defying 
time; 

And with a dim, unutterable hush, 

Flame-tipped joys seraphicly inrush. 
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SABBATH EVE 


Peace in the wide and quiet evening air; 

And, freed for one short while from earthly care, 
The spirit leaps beyond the realms of space, 
And feels the light of heaven on its face. 


Unheard, unseen, with inward-moving sense 
We catch one impulse of its life intense, 
Subtle, soft, and sweetly delicate, 

Fragrant, star-like, warmly irradiate. 


And from this holy immolation, 

Thrilled with a tender consolation 

As of the touch of angels’ hands, we go, 

And heaven’s light shines radiant on the brow. 
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TWILIGHT 


What shall I call you, fragrant peace, that come 
With evening’s dusk down-fluttering like a 
dove, 
When bird and tree and beast and ocean dun 
In vagueness, and in the infinitude above 
Dawn forth the gently gazing stars, and rears 
The crescent Dian bright through twilight tears? 


How like you are unto that raptest sense 
When soaring thought, keen judgment, feelings 
swift, 
And broad experience of day intense 
Fade sweetly; and in the midmost soul uplift 
Divinest truths, and hopeful trustfulness 
Which love’s departing rays leave luminous. 
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AN AUTUMN WHISPER 


The night is chill and drear, with mist the stars 
are dim, 

Over the joyless fields the wind flaunts fitfully, 

Despairingly against the sky the trees stand grim, 

And on the sullen shore the tide wails tearfully. 


So soon, O mortal, thou with summer smiles 
dost part, 
When hope grows chill, and truth no longer 
lights thy way, 
And haggard doubt and phantom terror pall the 
heart 
In one dark, dawnless funeral of dismay. 


24 


MEMORIES 


How fair when toil is o’er, at silent evening hours, 

When memory-crowned night with fragrance of 
pressed flowers 

Scents with forgotten gladnesses the long-closed 
soul, 

And murmurings of time’s swift waters distant 
roll! 


They, in that placid land where all things mortal 
tend 

And past and future in one omniscient present 
blend, 

Their sacred-treasured sweetness shall unfold, 
and be 

Life’s golden dower, the flowers of eternity. 
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Would I behold thy fairness, I will glance 

Upon the slumb’rous swayings of the branch 

Pressed by the starlit breeze in vaguest trance,— 
Sighs like thine own. 


As the dip of the sea-gull, faintly stirred, 

Thy lightly poising step and eager word, 

And as the hoverings of the humming bird 
Thy sweet tone. 


When with wisely wondering eyes aglow, 

The rush of hope and thought halos thy brow, 

Like meads of darted sunlight smold’ring low 
Is their zone. 
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SPIRIT OF THE WILD ROSE 


I stood upon a promontory wide, 
Far, far below, the crisping waters sung; 
A deep, strong blue enwrapped the dreaming 
tide, 
The pillared skies in liquid azure hung. 


A forest tall of oaks mused o’er my head, 
And breezes thick with clover fanned my brow. 
Adown, a wild rose, startled at my tread, 
Swayed its fair form, and murmured low 


A message of sweet love, light, unconfined. 
But as I plucked it from its thorny stem 
To breathe its subtle perfume, fast it pined, 

Its fragrance withered, and its beauty dim. 


So, the soft sighs of gracious, simple love 
Cannot be gathered and in memory dwell. 
They, fleeting, fairy, wild, and fugitive, 
In look and tone must lie imperishable. 
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MAN AND NATURE 


About the world is dark, tempestuous night, 
The land lies numb and dank in wintry blight. 
Decay gloats o’er sere field and leafless tree, 
And warringly frets the icy sea. 


But in the house ’mid sunny warmth abound 
The mirth of jocund laughter, and the sound 
Of festive music, and the plash of wine 
Wherewith eager voices intertwine. 


So, earth’s ungracious moods we will not brook, 
But greet her churlish frown with scornful look. 
No slaves to nature’s vassalage are we, 

We, the high lords of immortality. 
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What is there in thy name, 
Annie, 

Which nature fain would frame? 

The waters know it well, 

The breezes sigh the spell, 
Annie. 


The pheebe trills the air, 
Annie. 

Thou of the mellow eyes 

Where stars of beauty rise, 

Of rounded shoulders fair, 

And grace so debonair, 
Annie. 


When the keys thy fingers sweep 
So subtilely, 
The mad notes laugh and weep, 
Or with benediction sweet 
The bowed soul gently greet 
In piety. 


29 


A DAY IN EARLY SPRING 


The sun declines in russet gold, 
Etching the bare trees of the wold; 
The Kingfisher, of lordly crest, 
Splashes the lake in screaming quest. 


The grackle, perched on lofty tree, 
Utters his discord furtively; . 
The kinglet, darting near the ground, 
Pours forth a murmurous sound. 


But nature all is chill and drear, 

The trees are stripped, the grass is sere, 
And in downcast expectancy 

Await the spring full passively. 


So is’t with man while yet aloof 

In dulling thought and bootless truth; 
Unwarmed, unquickened doth he move, 
Childless as yet of holy love, 


Till on the unaverted soul, 

Ushering peace, begin to roll 

The waves of vernal gladsomeness, 
Fresh from the Sun of Righteousness. 
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THE MEADOWLARK 


O pensive bird, roaming the meadows low, 

In saddened meditation moving slow, 

How is your breast with sable crescent dimmed, 

And all your heart with brooding sorrow 
brimmed! 


Not yours the grief of sobbing whippoorwill, 
Whose aching sorrow will not stay nor still, 
Nor yet the hopeless woe the cuckoo grieves, 
Hidden in the dark, sequestering leaves. 


But simple sadness breathes your plaintive cry, 
As through the fields with somber-lidded eye 
You wander, or startled take your heavy flight 
Where you may mourn in unobservéd might. 
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VEGA* 


Purest of stars, thy heavenly light 
Sheds rest upon the weary soul. 

Of whitest-blue, thou gemm’st the night 
With rays of radiance untold. 


Emblem art thou of God’s fair love, 
Diff’rent from our sun’s lowliness. 

With purest truth thou must enmove 
The earths that claim thy loveliness. 


Grant us the peace that floods thy brow, 
And through the boundless reach of space 
Waft us some tremors of the flow 
That bathes the worlds in thy embrace. 


*Vega, the principal star in the constellation Lyra, 


one of the three most brilliant stars, after Sirius, in the 
northern hemisphere. 
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LAKE MICHIGAN 


Peace be upon thee, lake of amethyst, 

Purpling afar through tender veiling mist. 

The sea-mews wing above thee, mingling their 
cries 

With thy mystic-murmuring lullabies. 


Sweet air and health and bloom and merry glee 
Are our inalienable heritage from thee; 

And gazing in thy blue and pensive eye, 

We feel the greatness of our destiny. 


Beautiful art thou, the many-hued, 

In wintry ice-bound shore or summer’s mood, 
When tempests lash or laughing sunbeams glide. 
Peace be upon thee, ever-youthful tide! 


AFTER THE RAIN 


Cool after the shower, and on the lake curtained 
with night 

The distant, fitful lightnings flash their brilliant, 
mirrored light. 

The waves break slow and heavily, and half the 
stars are out, 

And nature all is calm and sweet and restful 
and—devout. 
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INDIAN SUMMER 


Autumnal mist, and drift of cloud, 
The calm air breathing balmily, 
Faint sunlight pulsing on the ground, 

And over all the swash of sea. 


Red and yellow show the leaves, 
The tree tops swaying thoughtfully, 
The pewee mourns, the cuckoo grieves, 
The dead leaves flutter to the lea. 


And sadness stirs the brooding heart 
For blasted hopes that fallen lie; 

And yet with tearful gladness start 
Memories of happy days gone by. 
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ASPIRATION 


Thro’ the woods at eventide when all the world 
is still, 

Save the rustling of the poplars, and the gurgling 
of the rill; 

When the wood thrush chants divinely the 
requiem of the day, 

And the sad notes of the pewee stir the silence 
far away. 


Then are we as they that slumber and smile in 
happy dreams, 

And through the lowering, somber clouds a 
dawning brightness gleams, 

And earthly troubles lose their sting, and sadness 
lifts away, 

And fretfulness and anxiousness aside their 
arrows lay. 


And we stand as if transfigured by the happiness 
to be, 

Touching the outward border of the vast eternity; 

And our hearts go out in thankfulness, and with 
the utter prayer 

That we may ever nearer grow unto God’s 
kingdom fair. 
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A DAY IN AUTUMN 


Firstling of autumn, sweet and cooling day, 
Thou timely com’st to fresh the weary way. 
Now quiet tones prevail in evening sky, 

And flocks of birds to southern verdures fly. 


Now bloom the asters and the golden-rod, 

And the white snakeroot glimmers o’er the sod; 
The lion’s foot still hangs its fragrant bells, 
And the fringed gentian lingers in the dells. 


Apt image art thou of the spirit’s calm, 

Like evening’s peace, that bringest restful balm 
When the fierce heat of striving work is o’er, 
And quiet satisfaction ’gins to pore. 
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THE PASSING OF AUTUMN 


Balmy Autumn, stay awhile, 

Before drear tempests freeze thy smile. 
How glorious is thy fragrant breath 
That softly laves the slumb’ring earth. 


Sweet and lingering are thy touches, 
As when a mother gently hushes 
The weary child upon her breast; 
So hush thou us until we rest. 


O sing yet longer summer’s song, 

Be Lethe to the winter long, 

Which chills us with the icy cold 

That numbs the heart when love is old. 


Now art thou beauteous, full of cheer, 
And, circled by thy atmosphere, 

So are we pressed from life’s annoy 
As with arms of bounding joy. 
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AUTUMN ECHOES 


Tempest without and roaring seas, 

While memories from the buried past 
Rise like spectral mists from off the foam, 
Unbidden, yet scarce to be repressed. 


Would that reason were sufficient to itself, 

And learning were an ample mead, 

That wisdom with its golden strain could charm 
To unison the segmertts of the soul. 


But in the loftiest height of thought, 

The deepest insight, and the grandest theme, 
The music hath a worn and wintry sound, 

A solitary, lonely smiling. 


O that from out the shadowy past 

Or the yet dimmer future there could come 
A jeweled hand to soothe the fevered brow, 
And still the wistful longings of the heart. 


O woman, didst thou know thy highest goal, 

Thy truest glory, thou wouldst joy that thou 
Canst be to man what man with all his love 

Can never be unto his God. 
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WINTER 


The muffled clouds are driven by soughing gale, 
The steel-gray lake is choked with splintered 
ice, 
Above the snow the sere-brown grasses trail, 
And bleakness grasps dead nature in a vise. 


Yet all is not winter; in the woods 
The mystic witch-hazel’s branches merrily 
Hold out their trine of tender, golden buds, 
Mocking the cheerless world most elfinly. 


So, when the world is rude and most unfriendly, 
And thoughts with darkened plumage wing 
forlorn, 
The elf of friendship and of sympathy 
Flouts froward, churlish fate with magic scorn. 
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THE DANGEROUS GIRL 


*Mid redwoods and the rose trees this erstwhile 
maid was bred, 

She bathed in western sunsets, on cloudless 
skies she fed; 

From waters most Pacific, this unpacific girl 

Came from her western habitat to vex the 
eastern world. 


And she is tall and stately, like the redwood in 
its prime, 

But the sweetness of the roses,—that isn’t in her 
line. 

Her figure is athletic, her feet are small (we hope), 

And as for her ankles,—well, they have the 
proper slope. 


To men she’s apathetic if to wooing they’re 


inclined, 

But not so apathetic if her charms they do not 
mind. 

If variety’s denied her, she’s apt to be quite 
glum ; 


She likes husbands in rotation, lovers ad infinitum. 
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42 The Dangerous Girl 


Yet she has a subtle charming that is all her 
very own, 

A rich and fresh’ning vigor that many slips 
atones; 

But there’s danger in her cooing, and her opal- 
escent eyes 

Flash with the changeful fires of Circe’s paradise. 


She’s not the least coquettish (cept when she’s 
in the mood), 

Coquettes sometimes reciprocate, she only 
would be wooed. 

She likes things that are racy, ‘‘no matter, if 
they’re bright,” 

She’s rather supercilious, and yet she’s fetching, 
—quite. 


THE BLOOMING GIRL 


When thwarted in life’s cruel race, and logic 
and champagne 

Suffice not to assuage the shock of defeat’s 
embittering pain, 

When scorn, contumely, and abuse the very air 
imbue, 

Here is a fount of cheerfulness,—the girl to 
help you through. 


Many a fair carnation and rich, red-blooded 
Jacque 

Would be put to shame by her freshness, of 
her sweetness they would lack. 

Her color is like garnets, like rubies, and like 
wine, 

But she has the rapter color of innocence divine. 


And may her freshness ever retain its youthful 
guise 

By freshness of the spirit that wrinkles can’t 
disguise, 

For in the ceaseless warring of years’ resistless 
roll, 

The only deathless beauty is the beauty of the 
soul. 
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44 The Blooming Girl 


Each plant has its own bacilli, which contri- 
bute to its health, 

Each life has its own attractions, to change 
them would be death; 

But of all the flowers of girlhood give me the 
happy heart 

That is only rich when giving, and poor when 
it naught imparts. 


Only a gentle touching of knee or thigh or 
breast, 

Only a silken rustle of a gown upon you prest; 

Here’s to her roguish glances, her guileless 
smiles that entice, 

Here’s to the girl that fears not to make a 
sacrifice. 


Starlight and firelight, pure thoughts and wifely 


sheen, 

Hover and radiate those lustrous, hazel eyes 
between. 

Full heart and full breast, swan neck, and olive 
skin, 


Within those arms were space enow to hedge a 
heaven in. 


A WINTER-NIGHT FANTASY 


Ye clouds of astrakhan, 

Mantling the still moon wan 

Haloed with beryl span, 
Keep flying. 


Ye austral winds that blow 

Over ice and frost and snow, 

Swaying the dim trees slow, 
Keep sighing. 


Ye echoes far and near 

Of plain and wood and mere, 

Ye rustlings strange and drear, 
Keep dying. 


Ye shadows of the soul, 

Ye thoughts that vastly roll, 

Ye plaints that faintly toll, 
Keep replying. 
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YESTERDAY 


Yesterday the world was full of joy, and comfort, . 
and sweet friendliness, 

A mellow vintage of glad thoughts was culled 
from summery loveliness, 

The vesper thrush sang anthems to the droning 
day, and in a hush, 

Perfuming the heart, came slowly pacing evening 
with the poppies’ blush. 


To-day the world is empty of delight, and in the 
lonely ways 

Sharpen the thorns where roses beckoned once 
with ruby-petaled sprays. 

The clinging wind and quiv’ring tide are sorrow- 
ing, and far or near 

Croon but the screech owl and whippoorwill to 
the vainly list’ning ear. 


To-morrow shall it be hope or dread, indifference 
or stifled pain? 

Shall hateful blasts benumb or delicate spring 
flowers bloom again? 
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Yesterday 47 


Shall weeping voices of the night and careless 
voices of love’s lost 

Sadly reverberate on phantom seas irrevocably 
tossed? 


Ah cease, poor heart, these are thine inestimable 
boons, and nothing are 

To the high, spheral theme of the eternal, har- 
monizing score. 

Prest ’gainst a thorn the nightingale melodies 
its rapturous caprice; 

Learn then that tribulation is the straightened 
stepping-stone of peace. 


Alas for fallen nature, that only through the 
vale of grief and gloom 

Can it retrace the lowly path that glorifies 
beyond the tomb, 

That the proud heart must needs be riven like 
stubborn soil, and harrowed round, 

And watered with tears, before the seeds of 
God can fall on willing ground. 
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THE WORLD 


If this were all, this festering hovel 

Of misery and blight, 
Where the rich brag, and the sordid grovel, 
Better to woo the serpent’s fiery lip, 

And then with death and night 
Link hands in severless companionship. 
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ENDURANCE 


Weep, mournful heart, those inward tears, 
Whereof no furtive trace appears 
In wide eyes dry with pain; 
Weep till regret has had its fill, 
Weep till the blinding tempest’s still, 
And thou art soothed again. 


Why let thy scornful glances flash? 

Why stand defiant to the lash, 
With stoical disdain? 

Better to bend before the storm, 

Better to bow the stricken form, 
In dust and ashes lain. 


When grief and woe have done their best, 
And the last dregs thy lips have pressed, 
Nobleness yet is there. 
Humbly to bear the hurt and straint, 
Calmly, dumbly, without complaint, 
That is of all most fair! 
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JUPITER 


Hard by the death of winter, in a wood 
Whose beech and birchen trees gleamed 
- whitely 
O’er the snow, pondering awhile, I stood. 
Athwart the splint’ry branches mightily 
Swung like a censer Jove’s majestic star. 
Then rose my spirit as on eagle’s wing, 
Until upon my hearing swelled afar 
Chorals of the universe’s cradling, 
Vast, symphonic echoes from the haunt of 
dreams. 
So towers Milton’s dark imagination 
Or Dante’s wide and wondrous themes, 
Imagings of myriad-voiced creation. 
Thus, cloud-girt planet with thy flow and ebb 
Thou weav’st the spell of fancy’s magic web. 


50 


SWEDENBORG 


Swedenborg, of realms th’ illustrious pioneer 

Where erst in Eden men with God communed, 

In thee the unrestrainéd truth, full-mooned, 

Shone unbedimmed: prophet, apostle, seer, 

To whom heaven held no secrets, and hell drear 

Unsealed its wrathful woes, to folly doomed. 

Science and wisdom were in thee attuned, 

And earth and heaven were by thee brought near. 

Thou wert ‘“‘caught up toGod and to His throne,” 

The universe before thee as a scroll; 

Thy thoughts are now the church’s 
stone,” 

From which all higher progress must unroll, 

As in the new, illimitable eon 

The sun-clad woman orbits to the goal. 


< 


“corner- 
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NATURE’S AWAKENING 


How melancholy seems the twilight wood, 
With solemn, labyrinthal-bending aisles! 
The trees are nature’s spires in their files 

Of leafless, joyless, wistful widowhood. 


But soon with am’rous touch the radiant spring 
Shall soften ev’ry gaunt and withered form, 
And fairy leaves shall dance, and buds grow 

warm, 

And bowered birds with love’s appeal shall sing. 


Ah! nature’s pulse with ev’ry year can throng 
With love’s red, ling’ring throbs, and leave to 
mold 
Even the memory of winter old. 
But man must wait and wait and wait—so long! 
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DID MEN BUT KNOW 


Did men but know the sweet release from care, 
The brooding solace, the exquisite air, 
That flood from heaven’s portal fair, 

Did they but know; 


Could men but feel the pulses of His heart 

That fill and ebb through ev’ry human part, 

And nameless throbs of changeless joy impart, 
Could they but know; 


Would men but see the inward dawning light, 

And but receive the radiant, god-like sight, 

Straying no more in shadows of the night, 
Would they but know; 


Then would all else to them be dregs and dross, 

And they would count that only as a loss 

Which kept one runlet from the living Source, 
Should they but know; 


Then would they gain the goal, or die, 

To be through Thee for all eternity 

The sons of God and wives of the Most High, 
Did they but know. 
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TRANSITION 


Sad autumn once again, with visage drawn, 
Carmines the leaf, and russets o’er the lawn; 
Flecked with the silver gulls, the distant lake 
Writhes billowy like an emerald snake. 


Autumn again, yet what to me her tears, 

Her yellowed lines that haunting memory sears? 
She hath no arrows more to wound the heart, 
No sorrows that can bow the fang-like dart. 


Now climbs the moon, so full of wondrous light, 
Flooding like a fount the radiant night; 


So, like grim phantoms, have pain’s shadows 
fled, 


Leaving but breathless glory in their stead. 
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LONGING 


Fain would [J list beneath the moon 

To the insects’ churr, the billows’ croon, 

Fain would I think on youth and hope, 

With a truce to the battle of work and smoke. 


O for a seat ’neath the spired larch, 
The sturdy oak, or the airy birch, 
Thereat to dream the livelong eve 
Till revery dulls and memories grieve; 


To brood on the whispers that slant the leaves, 
The vowelless sigh that the bosom heaves, 

To brood on the inmost and on the clod, 

On dwarfish man and infinite God; 


To muse on the changeful shuttle of chance 
As it swiftly leaps in its fateful dance, 

To muse on the seasons of pain and joy, 

The nights and days that each other destroy; 


On folly’s woes, and the sotted dense, 

The bat-like thoughts, and the scorn intense, 
Or lave in the light of wisdom’s eyes 
Flaming like sunny paradise; 
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Longing 


To ponder so on life and death, 
Lulled by the perfume of the heath, 
Till wings of love are round me prest, 
And the dark night itself is blest. 


PURITY 


Ah! to be pure as the cloud serene, 

The fringe-tree’s bloom, the ocean’s sheen, 
Pure as the dews that trembling rest 

On chaliced flower’s virgin breast; 


To be so pure, to be so clean, 
That naught of evil could demean, 
Nor any turbid stream impart 
Opaqueness to the spotless heart. 


O but to live in innocence 
With its ethereal recompense, 
And oft in midmost vision see 
Immaculate divinity! 
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THE OAK 


Twisted and firm, thou giant oak, 
Through whom god at Dodona spoke 
His will in bodeful oracle, 

How potent is thy steadfast spell. 


Within thy fissured leaves there dwell 
Voices that of justice tell, 

And e’er to measured deeds incite, 

And ne’er with wrong confound the right. 


Bitter thy fruit of counsel stern, 

But bitterer the hearts thy wisdom spurn. 
In autumn wealth thou glowest now, 

And Zeus’ own frown invests thy brow. 
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HOPE 


Give not thee o’er to lamentations vain 

Like gloomy Dante’s melancholy train 

By tyrant winds and fiery torrents tossed,— 

What thou hast done hast done, and lost hast 
lost. 


And who can say what future growths be due 
From the dim seed of actions sown in rue? 
The nearest good is oft thy bitt’rest bane, 
The good remote no less thy greatest gain. 


Be then not fearful of resistless fate, 

Nor seek in wrath thyself to immolate. 
The dark and bright hold alternating sway, 
And sorrow’s but the prelude of sweet day. 


OE, 


TO THE MUSE 


Rise upon wings as wide as light’s domain, 

And let thy song resound the spheres’ refrain! 

Through all things great, through all things that 
are grand, 

Sail till thou grat’st the empyrean strand! 
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THE SEA OF LOVE 


Like thrush’s song when eve grows sweet, 
Like wind-flower which the breezes greet, 
Like silver chimes of winding rills,— 

My heart a heavenly music fills. 


What to its beauty can compare, 
Its furtive grace, its winsome air? 
For ’tis the music that a face 
Sheds eddying on refulgent space. 


Circled by its quickening tide, 

Whose rose-strewn surges faintly glide, 
My soul’s midmost recesses glow 

With the fond warmth of yearning’s throe. 


O flow thou on through life and death, 
And let no shore restrict thy path, 
But ever rising, ever nearing, 

Be more and more all life’s endearing. 
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A PORTRAIT IN VERSE 


Pensive yet happy, dreamily intense, 

With even mingling of the soul and sense, 
Darkness and day twin kingdoms in thee hold 
As when twilights gather or dawns unfold. 


Thine is the instinct to divine the true, 
Beholding ever with the heart’s clear view; _ 
Perfumed with poetry and modest grace, 
Warm beams of goodness kindle in thy face. 


Thou hast Atlas’ power to uphold the truth, 
Despite of sophistry or vapid ruth, 

Thine are sweetness that no flower can vie, 
Patience, gentleness, tranquillity. 


When thy steadfast eyes to mine upraise, 
Love’s vestal fires trembling in their gaze, 
Lovelier art thou than summer night 
Yearning with soft flames of starry light. 


And when in sportive mood the woods you roam, 
And nature paints a freshness ali her own 
On lips and cheek and low-tressed brow,—ah! 
then 
’Mid dryads or ’mid mortals thou’rt a queen. 
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THE LIVERWORT 


Darling hepatica, winter’s fosterling, 

Nature’s first color, herald of the spring, 

When thou peep’st forth from tented leafy 
mold, 

Thou beatest the retreat for winter old. 


Thy woolly stems a kindly spirit show, 

And gentle thoughts within thy bosom glow, 
Thou bring’st forgetfulness of trouble’s tear, 
And pointest to the freshening, bright year. 


Thou bidd’st us hush the sighings of regret, 

For new and happier days will waken yet. 

Thou sooth’st us, with the fragrance of thy 
bloom, 

To bury sorrowing in winter’s tomb. 


Thou counselest us in many-varied tone 

To leave behind the memories hoary grown, 
Casting aside the old of tarnished hue, 

To don the livelier colors of the new. 
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TWILIGHT FIELDS 


Along the fields at close of day, 

When the sun’s last, lingering ray 

Shuts its eyes beyond the hills, 

And more gently harp the rills 
Their minstrelsy ; 


While the woods are tuneful still 

As the birds’ notes freshly fill 

The softened, deepening dusk, 

And soothéd nature breathes faint musk 
And spicery. 


O the joy and large content 
That thrill the soul with ravishment 
At the vast, the lovely world, 
So marvelous, and so swirled 
With witchery. 


And feelings that no tongue can mold, 
Enchantments that no frenzies hold, 
Uplift the spirit in sweet throes, 
And waft it on crimson billows 

Of immensity. 


64 


THE BELLWORT 


Bellwort, shaking thy yellow curls 

From satined leaf that round thee furls, 
What heaven-born fragrance scents thy brow, 
Thou yielding, fragile flower, thou! 


Thou wearest a submissive air, 
Downcast, yet ever bright and fair. 
Thou lisp’st, ‘‘ Be not disconsolate, 
But labor patiently, and wait.” 


The patience that with striving meek 
Enduringly life’s issues seeks, 
Working uncomplainingly, 
Is manifest, sweet flower, in thee. 
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THE TRILLIUM 


Fair trillium, why on thy breast 

So pensively thy head is pressed? 

Hast thou then met the withering storm, 
And felt thine impotence forlorn? 


Hast thou too learned that effort’s vain 
Ofttimes our midmost hope to gain? 

Yet when fate’s adverse whirlwind blows, 
Perhaps ’tis for the best,—who knows? 


‘‘O be resigned! O be resigned!” 
That is the motto that I find 

Writ upon thy leafy trine, 

And on that snow-white front of thine. 


THE ANEMONE 


Anemone, anemone, 

What mystery of alchemy 

Is in thy slender stem confined, 
Trembling in each fleeting wind? 


So delicate, without pretense, 
Thy deprecatory innocence, 

I needs must see humility, 
Beholding thee, anemone. 
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THE ADDER’S TONGUE 


“Fawn lily’’ you are aptly named, 
With mottled ears erectly trained, 
And supercilious yellow flower 

That tops so smart your stalky tower. 


Whenever you don your society air, 

You are quite too lofty for choses ordinaires, 
You always speak in a dignified way, 

And all your manners are distingués. 
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THE LILAC 


On mounting wings of ecstasy upborne, 

O lilac, pour’st thou forth exuberant song 
Of potent fragrance,—surely sweeter ne’er 
Could nature from her sanctuary bear. 


Thou picturest the surge of rapturous sense 
That glorifies the votary intense 

Who feels the nearness of his Deity, 

The dearness, and the gentle sympathy. 


As ’thwart the evening air your perfume floats 
Ravishing the spirit with mute notes, 

But one thing do I know so richly ored,— 

The sweetness of communion with the Lord. 
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LILY OF THE VALLEY 


Fair lily of the valley, 

Why sadly dost thou tarry; 
Drooping thy pure and tearful lids, 
Thy folded, quivering leaves amid? 


Exquisite as thy dense perfume 
That slowly consecrates the gloom, 
So beautiful and tender-hearted 
Thy wistful love for the departed. 
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THE LADY SLIPPER 


Gaily decked with furbelows 

The yellow lady slipper shows, 
With its fastidious, airy mien 

That Venus’ self would not demean. 


In curving lines incomparable, 
And all its elegant apparel, 
The symbolism we can trace 
As dainty and delicious grace. 
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THE BUTTERCUP 


“Up, up,” says the buttercup, 
“‘Forsooth I am not of the stuff 
Whereof idle dreams are made, 
But constant hustling is my trade. 
I have no time to loiter by, 

But needs must bustle busily.” 
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THE PINK 


Bewitching pink, thy fragrant spell, 
And all thy form adorable, 

Speak suppliant and sweetly 

The language of entreaty. 


13 


THE DANDELION 


Dandelion, 
Thou art the scion, 
Of self-assertiveness ; 
As on a page 
That lineage 
I read within thy brightness. 


There’s no repressing 
Thy curly dressing 
In inconspicuous space; 
Thou lift’st thy head up 
To tell with gold cup 
That somebody’s in the place. 
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THE TULIP 


O daughter of the Orient, 

Whose rich-hued skies are in thee blent, 
How camest thou with regal air 

’Mid democratic flowers fair? 


Imperial and gorgeous fires 
Flame in thy haughty chalices; 
Thy splendor of nobility 
Bespeaks a royal majesty. 
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FALSE SOLOMON’S SEAL 


With air most courteous and intent, 
And zigzag stem, and leaf’s end bent, 
Thou givest forth thine inner sense 
To be a pleasant deference. 
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THE MAY APPLE 


Thou hast no very pleasing look, 

With bristly leaflets and sharp-toothed; 
And thine uptilted flower’s smell 

Is nothing too agreeable. 


Thy stem erect and leafy hood, 

And thy contemptuous white bud,— 
By all these tokens I thee fain 
Would call the flower of disdain. 
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PEONY 


Profusely petaled and mellifluous, 
Serenely straight or bending courteous, 
Thou art the personification 

Of a gracious condescension. 
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THE LARKSPUR 


Sky-begotten larkspur, richly hued, 

Erectly tall and of defiant mood, | 

Woe to the mortal man, importunate, 

Who brings disturbance to thy virtuous state! 


No mild rebuff or soft remonstrance meek, 

But scornful vengeance thou wilt on him wreak. 
“How dare you, sir!” will be thy tart reply 

To him who woos thee too familiarly. 
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FLEUR-DE-LIS 


Beautiful white fleur-de-lis, 

Clad in ethereality, 

How marvelously sweet thy scent 
Wherein the fair and sad are blent! 


With sharp-edged leaves extending up, 
Proof against malice and rebuff, 

Hast thou not felt injustice’ weight, 
Yet learned not to retaliate? 


Thy princely air so calm and grand, 
Seemeth all baseness to withstand; 
Surely there dwells in thy recess 
The very soul of nobleness. 
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THE POPPY 


Red poppy nodding languidly, 

Beset with pointed filigree, 

Wrapt in thy slothful nonchalance, 
Thou spinn’st the thoughts of indolence. 


No care for earnest work is thine, 
Dronish in thine ennuied prime, 
Time’s vintage thou will’st not to glean, 


Idling the hours in brilliant dream. 
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THE GOLDENROD 


Myriad-flowered goldenrod, 
Swaying brightly o’er the sod, 
Whiles the golden harvest hies, 
And the fruitage mellow lies, 


Thou breathest forth a harvest strain 
Of ripened fruit and garnered grain; 
For smiles in thy well-pleased content 
The pleasure of accomplishment. 
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WILD BERGAMOT 


Squarely stemmed, with serrate leaf, 
Thou dost proclaim as thy belief, 
That we should wisely act alway, 
And ne’er give o’er to impulse’ sway, 


Should never reason hastily, 

But from all sides the question see. 
Teaching thus thy sage-sweet lesson, 
Thou art the flower of discretion. 
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TUBEROSE 


Bearing thine aching sense of loss, 
With blossoms purged of selfish dross, 
Lifting in sobs thy heavy leaf, 

Thou art the symbol of deep grief. 
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CONE FLOWER 


Bristling o’er with emphasis, 

Certain that the truth is this,— 

Sure am I of this contention, 

That thou’rt the flower of conviction. 
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EVENING PRIMROSE 


Sending forth thy sweet perfume, 

More fragrant in the silent gloom, 

When in nature’s twilight swoon 
The shadows grieve, 


Rising tall upon thy stem, 

Leafage all of silken hem, 

Wearing many a diadem 
Of golden weave, 


Thou dost mellow beams impart 

Gladdening the loving heart, 

For tenderness alone thou art, 
Primrose of the eve. 
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WILD SUNFLOWER 


Twin-leaved, of air well satisfied, 
Sunny rays about thee glide. 

The world is going well with thee, 
Thou emblem of complacency. 
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SPREADING DOGBANE 


Thy dainty bells of pink and white 
Curl carefully their edges tight, 
Thy branching, shiny stalks of red 
Lift questioningly their head. 


Thy leaves fold back as if averted, 
Dreading lest something vile-perverted 
Contaminate; thy viscid juice 
Proclaims thee prone to prejudice. 


Friendship thou giv’st not unto all 
That for fraternal feeling call. 

Thy hate of indiscriminateness 

Is sign of thy fastidiousness. 
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CORN FLOWER 


Circled flowers all agog 
Hearing of some prodigy, 

Filled with wonder and content 
At the marvelous pageantry, 


It lists to sprightly fairy tale, 
Of folk-lore some astounding deed 
Achieved by dazzling fairy prince, 
Or gnome in Niebelungenlied. 


Pricking up, like myriad ears, 
Its many leaves erectly bent, 
It tells us by its pleased amaze 
That ’tis the flower of wonderment. 
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GLADIOLUS 


Brilliant flower of the sword, 
Defiant in thy look and word, 
How soulful are thine iris tints, 
How royally thy leafage glints! 


Thine air is resolute, austere, 

To meet whatever fate may near. 
Though all the world against thee rage, 
Thou hast the calm of dauntless courage. 
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WHITE MELILOT 


Fragrant-scented melilot, 

Gracing many a wayside spot, 
With deferential little leaf, 

And tiny flowers of modest weave. 


Ready for a smile or tear, 

To suit each mood that may appear, 
Pleased with rest or dalliance, 

Thou art the flower of compliance. 
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EVENING PEACE 


As the dew descendeth on the flower, 
As rest deepeneth in quiet bower, 

So descendeth thy peace on me, O Lord, 
So deepeneth thy rest in me, my God! 
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THE SANDS OF TIME 


Weare but the flotsam the troubled billows hide, 

Tossed upon the strand of life by the incoming 
tide, 

Then claimed as its possession by the retreating 
sea, 

And borne away forever into infinity. 


93 


MEN AND NATURE 


When near men’s haunts e’er-veering winds 
have vexed, \ 

And, like a shallow lake, my soul perplexed; 

In solitary nature’s stirless sea, 

The peace of God has fallen like dew on me. 
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SWEET PEA 


Flower of exquisite dyes, 
Lovely as the sunset skies, 
More beauteous in tender grace 
Than many a sister of thy race, 


Thoughtfully thy blossom bears 

Its fragrant head; thy loving cares, 
Like tendrils twined around us, brood 
On pinions of solicitude. 
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YELLOW WOOD SORREL 


Mournful little quivering leaf, 
Shutting tearfully at eve, 

When the gloomy shadows steal 
Sadly over wood and field, 


When past memories grieve the heart 
With irreparable smart, 

When the star of hope is set 

In irremediable regret. 
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DAHLIA 


Haughty dahlia, curt and tall, 
Rising like a flowery wall, 

With scalloped petals primly twined, 
And hues of most decided kind, 


Proclaims thine air, reserved and proud, 
No license is by thee allowed; 

Forbids great familiarity 

Thy sense of due propriety. 


sf 
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NASTURTIUM 


Twisting, peppery vine, 
Pert in thy littleness, 
Thy manners thee define 
To be but sauciness. 
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WHITE CLEMATIS 


White-robed clematis, heaven’s rapture on thy 
brow, 

Fast clinging to the sacred altar of thy vow, 

Gazing aloft with all thy soul’s devotion, 

Emblem art thou of holy adoration. 
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HYDRANGEA 


Profuse hydrangea from the Orient, 
Many obeisances by thee are spent; 
Thy bowing low with such docility 
Reveals obedience thy name to be. 
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GREEN-HEADED CONEFLOWER: 


Thriving by the water’s side,— 
Well informed and satisfied 

Of all thy facts; without disguise 
Firm conviction in thee lies. 


t Rudbeckia laciniata. 
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CANNA 


Broad-leaved canna, vivid red, 
Lifting thy lavish, showy head, 
Thou art the swelldom of creation, 
The flower-form of ostentation. 
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CARDINAL FLOWER 


Thy satined leaves and buds of fire 
Enliven many a cooling brook, 

As thro’ the sedges they aspire 
With admiration in their look. 
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WILD ASTER 


Listening, and much impressed 

By what thou hearest, thou confess’st 
By many a subtle indication 
Respectfully attuned attention. 
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CHINA-ASTER 


Richly petaled and golden eyed, 
Few are lovelier thee beside. 

Albeit with varied colors decked, 
They do not hide thy plain respect. 
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LION’S FOOT 


Thy pretty bells of lavender 

Bear up bravely stress under; 

Thou strivest on, whate’er the luck, 
With an indomitable pluck. 
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SALVIA 


Thou seemest to beguile the hours 
With thy facetious-looking flowers. 
Resides in thy attractiveness 

A lively, brilliant wittiness. 
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GENTIAN 


When sorrow’s anguished pain is done, 
And o’er the past time’s veil is drawn, 

Still gleaning by the setting sun 
Remembrance wandereth along. 


So thou too, pensive gentian, 

When summer’s fiery wrath is o’er, 
Thou com’st to sigh the dell upon 

Or to dream beside the shore. 


And sometimes glad and sometimes drear 
Are the strains of thy reverie, 

And now obscure and now most clear 
They bloom in the memory. 
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WORSHIP 


As flowers wait upon the sun, 

As clematis clings its stay upon, 

As nature rests when day is done, 
So I on Thee. 


Like star within the deepest night, 
Like rain to desert parched with blight, 
Like happy morn’s returning light, 

Art Thou to me. 


As birds are blithe for springtime’s boon, 
As ocean hymns its chant-like croon, 
As tides bow down before the moon, 

So I to Thee. 


Dear as is life unto the soul, 

Sweet as is love’s solicitous dole, 

Rapt as to pilgrim is the goal, 
Thou art to me. 
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AN OCTOBER DAY 


Nature glows with happy memories 
As autumn plies her brush of gold, 
Sumach, oak, and maple gorgeously 
Their burnished, blood-red dyes unfold. 


The junco shows its feathers white, 
The cowbird vents hoarse muttering, 

And o’er bright land and dancing sea 
Rolls the cool air exulting. 


And oh, the freshness of the sea, 

And oh, the glad warmth of the land, 
As blue of heaven and sea entwine, 

And curled waves whiten on the strand! 


The purple aster’s fading gaze, 
The gentian’s dying rhapsody, 
The jovial cricket’s quavering churr, 
The droning of a solitary bee,— 


All these portentous are of change, 
When autumn landscapes charm no more, 
And hueless leaves flap drearily, 
And seas foam with funereal roar. 
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An October Day 


So let us catch the fleeting joy, 
And clasp it tightly to the breast 

With one last, lingering caress, 
Before it vanish with the rest. 


Ill 


VALE 


What can I dream when every flower is gone, 
What can I sing when birds have hushed their 
song, 
What can I feel when chill winds hurl along, 
Save a threnody? 


Can tongue pronounce when all the heart is 
mute, 
Can bosom heave when breath has stilled its 
bruit, 
Can harper thrid the rifted, broken lute 
Without reply? 


So let us leave the gray and vacant land, 

So let us shun the mournful, sighing strand, 

So let us haste, and cease so near to stand 
Where all things die. 
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CHRYSANTHEMUM 


Exquisite flower, thy radiant rays 
With magic touch gild gloomy days 
When every bud save thine is fled, 
And earth congeals at winter’s tread. 


The beauties glorious and rare 

Thy coronals luxuriant wear, 

Thy solitary loveliness 

That comes the love-lorn hours to bless,— 


All these proclaim thy graciousness 
Amid the world’s cold heartlessness, 
As blow with many a cordial gleam 
Thy bright expressions of esteem. 
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THE NARCISSUS 


Sad-eyed narcissus! spirit-breathing woe, 

And mournful visions weigh thy brow of snow, 
As if still gnawed the heart-benumbing pain 
As when Narcissus loved, and loved in vain. 


Though fair and piteous thy pensive sighs, 
Obdurate fate inexorably denies; 

And naught is left thee save sweet melancholy, 
And silent moan, and plaintive elegy. 
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SPRING 


Now earth casts off the chains of winter’s servi- 
tude; 

And though in dazzling white of ermine mantle 
clad, 

Begins to woo with softer glance and amorous 
mood 

The timid wild-flowers from their sheltering 
retreat. 


Aloft the sea-hawks hover like a restful dream, 

And floats, like to a spirit-world, the dome- 
cloud moon, 

While snowy flakes of icein circling rhythm gleam 

Like necklaces of pearl on the embosomed deep. 


And so once more is born the life of mirth and 
song, 

Once more entrancing music echoes far and near, 

And all the hills and dales and curling waters 


throng 
With nature’s passioned sighs or with her match- 


less joys. 
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THE BAPTISM OF SORROW 


Sweetly dims the closing day, 

Soft airs about my forehead play, 

The vesper sperrow flutes its lay 
On neighboring hill. 


The colors die from out the west, 

But sadness wakens in the breast, 

A vague regret that will not rest, 
And will not still. 


Are the mild and sad no near akin 

That together must be ushered in 

Tenderness and thought of what has been, 
And is no more? 


The rippling waters seem so fair, 

The heavens like a starry prayer, 

Yet pain has set her image there 
Forevermore. 
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THE HYACINTH 


Fragrant hyacinth, what saddened themes 
Enwreathe thy spirit? 

Thy drooping bells toll out funereal spell 
To those that hear it. 


Tunefully sorrowing and rhythmical 
Thine accents flow, 

Like to a sweet and softened monody 
Of eloquent woe. 


Surely thou mournest the decay of fame, 
. The loss of friends, 
The wane of beauty, and the reaper grim 
That all things ends. 
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JOHN WORCESTER: IN MEMORIAM 


Let day repress its light, and constellations pale, 

For he that was most saintly has gone beyond 
the veil; 

Let oceans sound his dirge, the winds his requiem 
sing, 

For the best of all mankind has left us sorrowing. 


An honor to the race his life transcendent fair, 

For where his paths were set the angels hovered 
there; 

And ages yet shall pass e’er men again behold 

Goodness so deep and pure, service so manifold. 


Though gathered to the heavens, his wisdom 
still lives on, 

Immortal as the hills, unfading as the sun. 

Theform that moved among us yieldstomortality, 

But the gracious thoughts he gave men live 
eternally. 
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THE BLOODROOT 


Repentant flower, with pure and bended brow, 
And contrite leaves that fold so close and low, 
Thou dost acknowledge thy transgressions 
With penitent, heart-felt expressions. 
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WILD PHLOX 


The unobtrusive sweetness of thy flush, 

Thine outstretched blossoms redolent with musk, 
Thine attitude of fondly murmuring stress, 
Proclaim thee flower of loving gentleness. 
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A WOODLAND REVERIE 


How sweet and fair and lovable 
The trees and saplings show! 
Fresh, and so adorable 
The wild flowers spring and glow. 


Here the thought wills not to wander, 
Nor logic thread its maze, 

Where the soft silence is unbroken 
Save by birds’ or insects’ lays. 


Yet sad and dim remembrance 
Haunts these cathedral woods, 

Decking with flowery splendor 
The past’s irrevocable moods, 


And all their gracious sweetness 
Beckons from glen and lieu, 
As the engulfing stillness 
Draws the blurred lines anew; 


Till contemplation falters, 
And memories cease to roll, 

And nature’s brooding solace 
Sheds Nirvana on the soul. 
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EVENING ON LAKE MICHIGAN 


Weave phantom filigrees athwart the wave, 
All-silvering moon, thou alchemist of night, 
And let thine immaterial currents lave 
The spirit with transmutency of sight 


Thine not the touch of languorous austral shore, 
Nor rocky witchery of foam-girt isle, 

But dreamland hovers here forevermore, 
With mystic, fair, unfathomable smile. 
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AT EVEN 


Sweet evening cometh on apace, 

More hallowed and with gentler, richer grace 
Than when voluptuous morning paints the skies 
With saffron and vermilion blending dyes. 


Sweet evening faltereth on with sighs, 

The softened light of heaven in her eyes; 

To look on her and breathe her faint perfume 
Is to enamored droop in soul-blest swoon. 


Sweet evening dusketh on at rest; 

And o’er the crimson tresses of the west 

Vibrates day’s guerdon, herald of the night, 

Love’s dew-dipped planet with remembrance 
bright. 


SPRING OF roo 


The spring has touched with gracious hand the 
earth, the sky, the sea, 

And sculptured her bright image high in rose- 
cloud tracery. 

But where are the voluptuous tints that once 
were all her pride, 

The flaring, bursting, sensuous hues flaunting 
their banners wide? 


Ah, these are gone, nor henceforth will they 
spread their gorgeous beam 

Athwart the centuries; for subtler, indrawn 
colors dream 

Along the horizon now, and with more delicate 
an art 

Limn in exalted tones the ideal passions of the 
heart. 


The lush phantasms that of yore ravished with 
boisterous strains 

We miss not; for a deeper crimson leaps in 
nature’s veins, 

The dew of youth again makes beauteous her 
radiant eyes, 

And love’s enrapturing trances murmur through 
her passionate sighs. 
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GREEN ORCHIS 


Trim and airy little flower, 
Fully conscious of thy power, 
Well displayest thou thy graces 
In thy dainty, mincing paces. 
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THE WAGTAIL 


Spry little wagtail of spotted down, 

And eyes bestreaked with single lines of brown, 
Piping in treble shrill thy piercing song, 

As thou cavort’st the sandy shore along. 


Assurance of knowledge has beset thy brain,— 
Forsooth thou hast not learned of things in vain! 
Knowingly waggest thou thy tireless tail, 

For what thou knowest not—is no avail. 
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THE SHIN-LEAF 


Ah, silken leaf and sorrowful white flower, 
Has heaven denied you the appointed dower 
Of happiness and joy, that you respire 

The sadness of an unfulfilled desire? 


Sadly you look upon the voidful earth, 
Impotent to give you love’s light mirth. 
Life’s incompleteness faileth to impart 
A solace to the longings of your heart. 
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SPOTTED PIPSISSEWA 


Drooping pipsissewa, how wan thou art, 
Low-bent beneath the burden of thy smart. 
In alabaster brow and white-veined leaves, 
The woe of disappointment softly grieves. 
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THE HAREBELL 


Fragile harebell, enamored of the rocks 

And the recurrent surges of the sea, 

Thy bells are swung by freshening wind that 
knocks 

At the blue shrine of thy soul’s mystery. 

In every lovely nook thou may’st be found 

Where ocean woos the shore’s precipitous bound, 

Gazing and praising with an artist’s heart, 

Greek worshipper of beauty that thou art. 
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GREEN MOUNTAIN, MT. DESERT 
ISLAND 


O mountain of pink granite, scorning ornament, 

On thy steep, rugged slopes the crags and firs 
are blent. 

Far o’er the pulsing ocean thine upturned glance 
is cast 

As adorant thou barest thy brow to the ages 
blast. 


How like thou art unto the mind’s uplifting 
That soars aloft as with a mighty eagle’s wing, 
Fixing its holy vision on no earthly goal, 

For to know God is the one passion of the soul. 
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT 


Jack-in-the-pulpit, how correct a name! 
Standing erect within the chanceled fane, © 
The leaf of eloquence around thee curled, 
And uttering thy wisdom to the world. 


Now bend’st thou low to sway thy listening flock, 
And now thy rolling eyes at heaven knock, 
Anon from side to side thine accents flow 

As wrapt in the discourse thy spirits glow. 


A grandiose and ministerial air 

Thy bronze and greenish vestments seem to wear. 
Tis sad thy stilted pulpit oratory 

Should after all be but a flower so tiny. 


131 


THE BOBOLINK 


Blithe bobolink, haunting the meadow bright, 
In skunk-like livery of black and white; 
Perching upon the sedge at thy sweet ease, 
Thou yieldest with abandon to the breeze. 


And now in very ecstasy of thought 
Thou launchest into buoyant flight aloft, 
O’erflowing as thou quiverest along 

In sparkling cataracts of joyous song. 


‘“‘June’s bridegroom”’ is a fitting name for thee, 
Wooing the plains with thy soft revelry, 

And bubbling o’er with the voluptuous thread 
Thy fancy spins of the near nuptial bed. 
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THE PEWEE 


When in August’s thoughtful shadow the harvest 
comes apace, 

And goldenrod and wild sunflower the teeming 
meadows grace, 

Then haunts the darkened woods the pewee 
throughout the mellow day, 

Desponding with the Phoebe the quiet, pensive 
hours away. 


Not theirs a pleased, complacent note, rich with 
accomplishment, 

Reflective of the yellow glades where bright 
wild flowers are blent; 

But weariness of effort and sad defeat therein 
are rife, 

For they sing the strains of failure and the hope- 
lessness of strife. 
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SMOOTH FALSE FOXGLOVE * 


Parasitic flower, with spreading, deep-indented 
leaves, 

And upward-reaching branchlets with bright 
trumpets at the eaves, 

In a most pretentious manner, though rather 
cute withal, 

Thou proclaimest loud thy virtues throughout 
the yellow fall. 


Thou lovest to parade thy knowledge, show off 
thine accomplishment, 

Announce to all thy listeners the wonders of 
thy bent; 

And so with many fluted trumpets atilt with 
foolish pride 

Thou bidd’st for admiration as thou turn’st from 
side to side. 


« Gerardia quercifolia. 
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THE AMERICAN GOLDFINCH 


A brisk wind combs the hoary lake, 
The sea gull plunges ’neath the wave, 

And, clad in yellow and deep black, 
The goldfinch sings its cheery stave. 


Spritely it darts from bough to bough, 
Caroling gayly in swift-winged flight, 
Flitting e’er from tree to flower, 
And scarcely stopping to alight. 


It sings in music silver-clear 
Of the many things ’twould like to do, 
Of the many deeds it fain would shape 
Before the speeding year be through. 


THE CUCKOO 


When in summer’s happy hours 
Reapers garner golden grain, 

And fond lovers joyous saunter 
Down the clover-scented lane, 


When the butterflies are sporting 
In bright colors through the air, 

And the yellow finch is swinging 
Upon a purple thistle fair, 


Then silently and unobtrusive 
The cuckoo steals about the grove, 
Watching, with a mourniul vision, 
The glad assemblage round it move. 


Why grievest thou, unhappy bird, 
And why the sadness of thy notes? 
Is there no solace for the dole 
That from thy sighing bosom floats? 


Alas! thou singest of the woe 
That comes upon the hearts of men 
When life no longer holds in store 
The hope of happiness for them. 
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THE VERVAIN 


Tall and erect the vervain stands, 

With tiny flowers on many strands, 

And leaves of sharp, decisive edge, 

That the square stem and branches hedge. 


Men have worn thee as a charm 
Against malignant spirits’ harm, 

And maids of yore have treasured thee 
As symbol of white chastity. 


No soft and bending curves hast thou, 
And no sweet perfume bathes thy brow; 
But thy firm mien and stern perusal 
Bewray the accents of refusal. 


137 


THE TOUCH-ME-NOT 


“Hands off,” ‘don’t touch me,” ‘‘let me be,’’ 
“Now just you keep away from me.” 

Thus it proclaims in petulant tone 

The maiden’s wish to be let alone. 
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THE CENTURY PLANT? 


Hard and forbidding, a Medusa’s head 
Thou holdest up to turn men’s hearts to stone, 
With heavy leaves instead of twisted locks, 
And ’stead of serpents’ fangs are thorns of 
bone. 


Thy new-born leaves stand rigidly erect; 
And while the older leaves bend visibly, 

There is no gentleness within their curves, 
Or aught but high inflexibility. 


Spirit of the wilds, impenetrable plant, 
Tarrying long thy flowers to set free, 
Thy visage grim occultly augurs 
That genii of sternness dwell in thee. 


* Agave Americana, 
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THE SNEEZEWEED 


Standing clustered by the brookside, 
With bold, defiant air, 

The sneezeweed tosses up its head, 
And shakes its yellow hair. 


Tartly it asks the passer-by 
Who stops to gaze thereat, 

‘“What do you want?” ‘‘What do you see?” 
And ‘‘What are you looking at?”’ 


Disliking idle observation, 
Impatient of the stare, 

Unceremonious it orders 
The curious to beware, 
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THE TRUMPET-WEED * 


Growing by the watercourse 
With aloof, unsocial frown, 

The trumpet-weed lifts its churlish head 
Above the snakeroot’s crown. 


And both intently watch the glide 
Of waters far and near, 

Ready to greet with different mien 
What new thing may appear. 


Brightly smiles the white snakeroot, 
While dark is the trumpet’s glance, 
One viewing the stranger with interest, 

The other looking askance. 


- tEupatorium purpureum. 
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THE HOLLYHOCK 


Stiff and precise, so very nice, 
The hollyhock is found, 

Whether with flowers above it towers 
Or hovers near the ground. 


It could not bear one curve to wear 
In its stem so very straight, 

For ’tis too brittle to bend a tittle 
From its well-ordered state. 


Its blossoms neat all comers greet 
With a proper and formal air; 

A manner trim and a spirit prim 
Pervade it everywhere. 
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THE MOON 


O thou dispassionate queen, throned in the sky, 
And diademed with jeweled craters high, 

Waft us thy silver beams from bias free 

And prejudice and passion’s roistery! 


Speak of the calm and incense-bearing hours, 
When close their eyes the weary, dreamy flowers, 
And lit by thy chaste, crystalline, fair glance, 
The waves move placidly in measured dance! 


Thou offerest to lips o’erworn by throes 

Of darkling stress the chalice of repose, 

And when thy cool hands press the feverish brow, 
A bringer of truth’s ministrants art thou. 
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SUNSET 


When sunset kindles all the west 
With altar fires flickering low, 
And autumn woods adoring glow 

Like vestals for glad worship drest, 


How beautiful is then the world, 
So calm and reverent and still, 
As twilight shadows softly fill, 
And waves upon the strand are curled, 


And silently in heaven’s wide dome 
The stars unclose their sacred eyes, 
And universal nature sighs 

Love’s inarticulate moan. 
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THE ALTAR OF INCENSE 


Peace in the wide and wondering air, 

Peace in the stars climbing heaven’s stair, 
Peace in whispering wood and stream, 

And peace in the lake’s moon-mirrored gleam. 


Peace in the soul like anointing oil, 
Fragrant with spicery of rest from toil, 
Anoints with joy the upturned brow, 
While angels’ wings are hovering low 


In rhapsody. And in the heart, 
An inward-kindled altar, start 
Incense of praise and reverence, 


Incense of prayer and penitence. 
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THE KINGLET 


Blithely flitting from bough to bough, 
Its tiny body all aglow 

With yellow streaks, and bright withal 
With golden tire upon the poll, 


No love of reserve and solitude, 

No tinge of the heron’s silent mood, 
Are found in the kinglet’s atmosphere 
Of friendliness and bright good-cheer. 


It shuns no company it meets, 

But gayly the passer-by it greets 

With artless, but a merry song, 
Wherein the soft words seem to throng, 


‘““Happy to see you,” ‘‘How do you do?” 
“Tm very glad to have met with you;”’ 
Divulging thus with winning lip 

The love of making acquaintanceship. 
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THE BLACKBIRD 


Well-groomed blackbird, mid shiny crew, 
With dignified and genteel air, 

And glint of iridescent hue, 
You walk with broad-rimmed necklace fair. 


A gentleman still you choose to be, 
Howe’er reduced in circumstance, 
And make a show of gentility, 
Though bare the larder of the manse. 
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THE CATBIRD 


Monotonous drab is your livery, 
Symbol of due propriety; 

A jet of black your forehead crowns, 
Token of dull emotional tones. 


Red is your rump, though, well concealed, 
The scarlet flaunting is not revealed; 
Howbeit, this shows you not averse 

To bits of scandal, so they be choice. 


A ready flow of social talk 

From neighboring tree or bush you squawk; 
You spice your conversational bent 

With suave and wordy condiment. 


Tiresome with your chattering song, 
Empty of thought or passion strong, 
O catbird, keep your prattling talk 
For other wayfarers in their walk. 
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THE FLAMINGO 


A flaring lye 
Of vermeil dye 
On your imposing form doth lie; 
With hookéd beak, 
Of martial peak, 
Your small aquatic prey you seek. 


For dress parade 
Your clothes are made 
Of feathery stuff that will not fade; 
A vivid hue 
You bring to view 
Amid your social-minded crew. 


When, most sedate, 
With measured gait, 
You march in lofty-minded state, 
Who cannot see 
Staid dignity 
In your pretentious effigy? 
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THE JUNCO 


Sober junco, first to appear 

Amid the visitants of the year, 
Obscurely clad in slate and white, 

With questioning bill like a taper bright, 


Hither and thither thou tak’st thy flight, 
Uncertain whither to alight, 

And as thou spread’st thy feathery sail 

Two milk-white pennants gleam in thy trail. 


No song of passion voicest thou, 

No flaming red warms breast or brow, 
But thou seem’st thoughtful as a sky 
Which gray cloud-masses overlie. 


For thou debatest what to do, 

Uncertain in thy questioning hue, 

And undecided what course to take 

When the new springs new problems make. 
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THE CARDAMINE? 


The blushing cardamine with dainty grace 
Shyly peeps from its sequestered place, 

And timidly lifts its round and angled leaves 
As coyly it stands beneath the shadowing trees. 


Mincing and almost simpering is the air 

Its rosy flowers and toothéd leaflets bear, 
And all tricked out with many gesturings 
Of finger tips, and nods, and beckonings. 


Forsooth, it is not hard to read in thee, 
When is the soul expressed so visibly, 
The coyness that a maiden’s manner fills 
With many little sighs and dainty thrills. 


t Cardamine rhomboidea. 
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THE MYRTLE WARBLER 


Fine and showy creature in thy handsome color- 
ing, 

Thy mingled blacks and yellows make the very 
woodlands ring. 

Thou art not shy or sad or timid, but lovest to 
be seen, 

That men may take due notice of thine immacu- 
late, bright sheen. 


And whether hovering o’er a tree or sallying 
through the air 

Thy pretty form the dainty marks of mannered 
culture bears. 

“See, now, how shines my crown of gold, how 
whitely gleams my throat, 

How brilliantly and with what grace upon the 
breeze I float; 


“And do I not look very swell as thus I dart 
along, 

Casting a glance from side to side as I pass the 
watching throng?”’ 

And so proclaims by word and mien, this airy 
creature gay, 

Its wish to a fine figure cut upon a summer’s day. 
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TRAILING ARBUTUS 


Waxen flower, in springtime hush 
Thy blossoms waft their fragrant flush, 
Begirt with soft hair like the rose, 
And fair as any flower that blows. 


No depth of passion in thee flows, 

No love’s exuberance, like the rose, 

Hast thou, but bending sweetly low 

Thou hold’st thy breast to earth’s warm glow. 


So, when in spring’s entrancing gleam 
All nature throbs with passion’s dream, 
Smitten with beauty’s sight the heart 
Feels the first thrill of Cupid’s dart. 
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THE BALTIMORE ORIOLE 


With what a dash and fine impetuous fire 

The oriole smites his ringing, stirring lyre, 
Breezy and brilliant in his gorgeous hue 

As he goes plunging through the ethereal blue! 


His buoyancy no damper can restrain 

As he comes dancing in spring’s flowery train, 
And sweeps along with many an airy fling, 
Waking the woods with martial murmuring. 


His rushing song, his easy, flowing grace, 
The gayness in his spirited, quick pace, 
Weave into lively substance, bold and free, 
A scherzo of impetuosity. 
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THE WOOD THRUSH 


By an inspired vision upward borne 

The wood thrush flutes its ecstasy of song. 
Clear as a harp, and sweet as a guitar, 

Its rapt notes tremble through the distance far. 


When in the spring the quivering lilacs bloom, 
And scent the air with glorified perfume, 
Then floats its song like voices of the blest 
Hymning their orisons in the isles of rest. 


Above the realms of human joy and pain 
Is its ethereal, heavenly refrain, 

As soaring on wings of melody sublime 
It sings the beauty of the life Divine. 
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THE INDIGO BIRD 


When in bright June the crashing waves 
Sportively play merry staves, 

And orioles in dashing flight 

The shadowy woodlands gayly light, 
Lugubrious bird, what aileth thee, 
Sitting so dejectedly ? 


Blue is thy head for thoughtful mood, 
And dark thy wing for somber brood, 
And indigo is all thy body,— 

A token that of melancholy. 
Lugubrious bird, what aileth thee, 
Sitting so dejectedly? 


Has living lost its savor quite, 

And the sun ceased to give its light, 
Have all things turned into the bad, 
That thus thou mopest, dull and sad? 
Lugubrious bird, what aileth thee, 
Sitting so dejectedly? 


Alas! thou hast a fit of blues, 
And seest all in indigo hues. 
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Despondingly thou trill’st thy threne; 
The world’s to thee no roseate dream. 
Lugubrious bird, what aileth thee, 
Sitting so dejectedly? 


THE WHIPPOORWILL 


Disconsolate bird, at evening hours 
When light has flown its happy bowers, 
And darkness gathers deep, 

Then comest thou from veiléd depth, 
Where thou hast joyless vigil kept, 
To weep and weep and weep. 


And oh, the thought of loved ones gone, 
Who come no more to those that mourn 
In solitude and pain; 
And oh, the anguish of the heart 
For those bright hours that depart 
And ne’er return again. 


No solace is there for thy grief, 
But wearily thou seek’st relief 
In sobs and bursts of tears. 
So let thy stricken heart go bleed, 
And with the silent nightjar feed 
Th’ insatiable, gray years. 


158 


THE ROSE-BREASTED GROSBEAK 


With kindly, reassuring air 
The grosbeak moves among the trees, 
And shows at times his plumage rare, 
Or flings his rich song to the breeze. 


Obscure emotionality 
Betokens all his color dark, 
But bright with lovely charity 
Is the blown rose upon his heart. 


The cheery sweetness of his sight 
Bids the despairing soul take heart, 
And ne’er give up the bitter fight, 
A prey to fear’s misgiving art. 


So through the woods and through the fields, 


Dispelling doubt and discontent, 
Like bubbling fountains softly steals 
His message of encouragement. 
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SWEET SYRINGA'’ 


Sweet with the sweetness of another world, 
Where pain has lost its scorpion-like sting, 
And calm as when at eve the waves are curled 

Beneath the stars in restful murmuring, 


So sweet and calm art thou, supernal flower, 
Lifting thy pure, white brow beneath the trees, 
As if to scent upon thy leafy tower 
The full quintessence of the fragrant breeze. 


Who enters in thy temple’s mystic pale 
From earth’s harassing passions gains release, 
For gleams refulgent through the sacred veil 
Thy glory of illimitable peace. 


' Philadelphus coronarius. 
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THE SCARLET TANAGER 


Winged with jet, and robed in scarlet fire, 
On lofty branch the tanager alights, 
Stately and distant in his gorgeous tire 
That glows like turgid flame in murky night. 


And as he harps his rich and mellow song, 
Perched on the tremulous tree-tops at his ease, 
He seems to spurn earth’s gross and sordid 
bourne, 
And bid defiance to the very breeze. 


The tropical intenseness of his hue 
Reveals no spirit timid or demure, 

But every look and motion is imbued 
With the disdainful passion of hauteur. 


TE 


161 


THE ROBIN 


All the day the sleek robin trips 

Athwart the green lawn’s gentle dip, 

With his air of proprietorship; 

And surpassingly sweet are his notes 

From a full, heaving bosom that float 

Over dingle and lea and broad moat. 
Home, sweet home, is the robin’s song, 
That he sings at eve and sings at morn. 


He exults in the stretch of the trees, 

In the musical sigh of the breeze, 

In the myriad marvels he sees; 

But more pleasant to him than rose blown 

Or the scent of the grass newly mown 

Is possessing a place of his own. 
Home, sweet home, is the robin’s song, 
That he sings at eve and sings at morn. 
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THE TALE OF THE BLUE JAY 


Perched on a bough a blue jay one day 
Careened up and down in a boastful way, 
With strident voice claiming attention, 
That of his prowess he might make mention. 


“T started in life without a sou, 

And all I have to my own brain is due; 
To rise up from nothing was a tussle, 
But I accomplished it by hustle. 


*“No one e’er helped me on my road, 
Nobody lightened my arduous load; 

But I was ambitious to get along, 

And success I’ve won by my efforts strong. 


“And now many broad fields are all my own, 


I’m a bondholder, landlord, have money at loan; 
But the big deeds I’ve wrought in life’s short span 


Are as nothing to being a self-made man.” 


And so in hoarse accents sounding his puff, 

Girt with conceit like his circling ruff, 

From morning to evening with never a cess 

The blue jay exults in his thoughts of success. 
163 


THE INDIAN PIPE 


White and wan, the spectral flower 
Haunts the wood and mere, 
Cadaverous and tremulous, 
As if ’twere blanched with fear. 


It loves to grow in clustered groups, 
A pallid sisterhood, 

As if distraught with horrid thoughts 
That freeze the very blood. 


It whispers to the woodland folk 
Fell deed and gruesome thing, 
Enow to make a dryad start, 
A nymph set shivering. 


Its spirit falls an easy prey 
To timid fearfulness; 

A snake or spider may excite 
Real apprehensiveness. 
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THE THISTLE 


Tall and stiff the thistle stood 
In its repellant way, 

And tart and selfish was its mood 
As it beguiled the day. 


From head to foot with thorns ’twas armed 
To ward access of good, 

Lest to kind service it be charmed 
Against its very blood. 


I asked it, ‘‘Prithee, bring to me 
Spiced sweetness without pelf’’: 
To which replied it angrily, 
“‘T won’t; go do it yourself.”’ 
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DAY’S WANING 


Now comes sweet evening on; 
God Shamesh far has sped 
In flame-winged boat, and Sin 

Will soon soft radiance shed. 


Comes now sweet evening on; 
Adown the winding vale 

The kine go glimmering, 
Seeking the homeward trail. 


Sweet evening now comes on; 

The autumn fields waft musk, 
And gentians blue and white 

With memories throng the dusk. 


Sweet evening comes now on; 
Day’s throbbing passions cease, 

Joy clasps the woods and hills, 
And fills the world with peace. 
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OCTOBER 


Ho for October, the month of the year, 

When the woods are so bright, and the sky is so 
clear, 

When the waves beat the shore with a thunder- 
ous boom, 

And, stirred by fresh gales, trembles nature’s 
bassoon, 


When the hot blasts of passion have taken their 
flight, 

And the stars are like diamonds in cloudless 
night; 

When the gentians and asters alone of the flowers 

Are tranquilly nodding in woodland bowers. 


And, oh, the pure crispness that sweeps o’er the 
earth, 

To thoughts clear as crystal giving vigorous birth. 

So, ho for October, the month of the year, 

With its first frosty breath telling winter is near. 
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NATURE AND MAN 


Can they be real, and not a mocking dream, 
These flaming autumn leaves and birches 
white? 
Can they be true, these amber-rosy hues 
That flush the sky at the approach of night? 


They seem too beautiful for sordid earth, 
These censer-stars alight on heaven’s high hill, 
These murmurs of the distant brooding sea 
When all besides is motionless and still. 


Ah, nature has a beauty of her own, 
She is a soul, and men are but a body; 

She is God’s pure reflection here below, 
While mirror men distorted imagery. 
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THE BEAUTY OF PEACE 


The saffron sunset melts beyond the hills, 
And fresh o’er greening grass the spring air 
streams; 
The glimmering moon like some chaste vision fills 
The tranquil dusk with yearning and with 
dreams. 


Now from the heart outworn by sordid strain 
Fade swiftly turmoil, restlessness, and strife, 

Till stands revealed within her inmost shrine 
Beauty in fathomless and quenchless life. 


And softer than the mellow dusk’s embrace, 
Ay, softer than the warmly brooding air, 
The wide-browed peace that turns her lustrous 
face 
And sheds a rapture as of wordless prayer. 


REMINISCENCE 


The dead past, with its phantom dead, has 
sprung to life again, 
And, oh, what thronging memories people the 
vistas dim 
Of the days when love was young, and other 
hearts beat fond for you 
In the grey past sealed sevenfold by the dank 
mold of time! 


The dead past, with its phantom dead, has 
sprung to life again, 
And, oh, the sadness of it all that it should be 
no more, 
That the love so full of solace once should have 
silent grown fore’er, 
And even its remembrance blurred by the 
tears shed of yore! 


The dead past, with its phantom dead, has 
sprung to life again, 
Strange, spectral echoes are they all of voices 
that have passed. 
So let them troop, unbidden guests, back to their 
cerements, 
Their power to gladden or to wound has van- 
ished with the past. 
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AN EVENING MEDITATION 


A sky of amethyst, a turquoise sea, 
Upon the land the mellowness of fall, 
A brazen-rosy sunset lights the lea, 
And sad, sweet-fragranced stillness breathes 
through all. 


Ah, there come days when I shall not behold 
The golden radiance of autumn skies, 

When other lips than mine will softly mold 
The utterance of nature’s melodies. 


But it suffices me that I have seen, 
And drunk full deep of the ecstatic bowl, 
Whose draught brings lethe to the world unclean, 
And with unmeasured rapture thrills the soul. 
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THE VESPER SPARROW 


How sweet at close of day the vesper sparrow’s 
song, 

When winds are hushed, and restful waves break 
slow along 

The glistening shore, when all the languid woods 
are still, 

And ruddy, fresh-blown clovers fragrances distil! 


No lofty theme reveal its clear and liquid notes 

As softly through the tranquil evening air they 
float, 

No dashing grace, no haughty mood, no boastful 
strains, 

That sweetly simple, artless utterance contains. 


Its heart is in the little tasks that life commands, 

To faithfully perform what each day brings its 
hands. 

So, clad in unobtrusive brown, it is its meed 

To daily sing the joys of humble, lowly deed. 
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THE PAINTED CUP 


"Mid goldenrod and melilot 

And ox-eyed daisies, lightly rocked 

The painted cup in freshening breeze 

That curled the waves and swayed the trees. 


Its vivid scarlet lightened up 

With tongues of flame the grassy slope, 
And shed a genial, pleasant gleam 
Athwart the flower-tangled green. 


There waxed the painted cup so gay, 

All unbedimmed by colors gray; 

For it drank in, its efforts ended, 

The pleasure sweet of being commended. 
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THE CEDAR WAXWING 


Beautiful waxwing, indolent and gay, 
Listlessly idling the hours away, 

Or lightly disporting thy friends among, 
Feasting and jesting, a merry throng. 


Like Japanese art are thy soft colorings, 

And polite as the Japs are thy mannerings, 
With black, red, yellow, and cinnamon hued, 
And crested withal like a cowled monk’s hood. 


Listing, attentive, adaptive is thy vein, 
Keenly responsive thy careless refrain; 
Boon comradeship is in thy blood, 
Humoring thy friends in every mood. 
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THE FALSE DRAGON-HEAD' 


Lolling beside a shallow brook, 

The dragon-head began to look, 
Spying throughout the marshy maze 
With mouth agape and eyes agaze. 


Upon all sides its eyes intent, 
Fearful aught to lose, are bent, 

So that he who runs may trace 
The broad stares written in its face. 


« Physostegia Virginiana. 
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THE SELF-HEAL 


O plant of self sufficiency, 
Standing erect in wayside bowers, 
With firm-veined leaves held rigidly, 
And turret-capped with purplish flowers, 


No beauty rare belongs to thee, 

Yet rugged strength thy name fulfills, 
For thou dost struggle manfully 

No heed to pay to current ills. 
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THE DESMODIUM 


In coppice and woodland the tick-trefoils, 
Springing abundant in diverse soils, 

And tinting the scene in fashion quaint, 
Began to utter a loud complaint. 


No matter how swiftly he may him hie, 
In order to shun them the passer-by, 

He cannot escape the clinging pods 

Of their aggrieved and complaining words. 


So voice they their troubles far and near, 
In many a quaver shrill and clear, 

With truculence and spirit enow,— 

A family of kickers, I trow. 


I2 
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THE YARROW 


A thousand feathery leaflets are thy gown, 
A myriad of foam-white flowers thy crown, 
As light thou trippest down the summer lane, 
Casting thy spell athwart the golden grain. 


No languorous grace begirds thy fern-like form, 
Thine airy ways have yet a subtle charm; 

No culture rare thy lineaments confess, 

Yet art thou quite removed from commonness. 


Thy leaves infinitesimally fine 

That hints of sweet simplicity confine, 

The fashion of thy decorous blossoms pure, 
Betoken thee a flower most demure. 
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THE TANSY 


Like frost upon the window pane 
Thy leaves are delicately wrought, 

Like gold from subterranean vein 
Thy yellow locks the breezes court. 


Along the roadside wandering, 
A pilgrim with a gentle mien, 

What bright thoughts art thou pondering, 
Locked within thy golden sheen? 


Thine innocent and limpid air, 
The freshness that encircles thee, 

And all thy manners thee declare 
The flower of simplicity. 


Not thine is the simplicity 

The inward feelings sweetly mold, 
But the counterfeiting effigy 

That look and act and manner hold. 
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THE BUTTERFLY 


O butterfly 

Where dost thou hie 

As hither and thither 

O’er cliff and heather 

Thou flitt’st along 

In joyance strong? 
What profit in all this wandering 
Is there to thee, ethereal thing? 


O butterfly 

Right gaily by 

Thou quest doth take 

Where wild waves break 

Or flowers sweet 

The swift bee greet. 
Lightly and blithely from the dawn 
Thou dalliest fairy scenes among. 


O butterfly 

With single eye 

To merriment, 

And all intent 

On pleasure’s round 

In sight or sound, 
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With sprightly dance in woodland bowers 
Thou dost beguile the pleasant hours. 


O butterfly 

Exquisitely, 

With dainty art, 

Thou will’st to dart, 

In happy state 

Most delicate. 
No vulgar joys can thee incite, 
Like moth’s plebeian, low delight. 


O butterfly 

With every dye 

From heaven’s haunt 

Made radiant, 

Bask in the sun 

Till life be done. 
Go sip its honey from each flower, 
And cull the choicest of joy’s dower. 


Ah! butterfly 

Would too that I 

Might join with thee 

In revelry, 

In elfin dance 

And airy trance 
The fleeting hours brightly pass, 
And drain joy’s chalice to the last. 


But butterfly 
Scant ‘time have I 
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The Butterfly 


In pleasure spent 
To be content. 
The strain that tears, 
The work that wears, 
These are to be my heritage, 
And growing cares with deepening age. 


Yet butterfly 

So prettily 

Thou wend’st thy flight 

By cay and night, 

Ever to be 

A votaree, 
Where’er thou art, of pleasure light, 
My cares seem lessened by thy sight. 


THE ARROW-HEAD 


O stately flower by silent waters laved, 

Where dryads meet and sportive nymphs have 
bathed, 

Tossing thy lovely blossoms in the breeze, 

And aiming aloft thine arrow-pointed leaves, 


What vile, unlettered, coarse, obnoxious thing, 
What Calaban of a low underling, 

Has brushed against thee that thou drawest thee 
To thy full height, contemning rigidly? 


Thy richly fashioned petal culture shows, 
Scorning in thy strong-scented breathing glows, 
Reserve speaks thine averted, ivory brow, 
Surely a very haughty flower art thou. 
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THE WATER-LILY 


Flower most beautiful and exquisite 

With heart of gold and dreamy petals white, 
Spreading your leaves like pinions on the wave, 
Tell me, I pray, what precious theme you crave. 


Here by the cool and crystal-glancing brook, 
Listen awhile, and turn your languorous look 
On me, your minstrel and your very slave, 
That to your favor pathway I may pave. 


With no prosaic lyric will I touch 

The quivering strings of fancy’s harp, for such 
Would never please your mood, who love to be 
Ideal, unconventional, and free. 


I will sing the tryst of lovers ‘neath the moon, 
Lulled by the rippling waters’ soft bassoon, 
Where wandering along the sounding shore 
They pledge their plighted troth forevermore. 


I will sing of dashing rides on gallant steeds 

O’er low-embowered paths or flowery meads, 

Of darkling strolls in moss-grown forests dim 

Where lovers list the thrush’s evening hymn. 
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I will sing of errant knight and lady fair, 

And all the splendid deeds he wrought to wear 
The guerdon of her kerchief on his heart, 
Prizing above his life her simple art. 


All will I sing for you, bright flower, and more, 
And thrill your soul with sweet romantic lore, 
With tales of chivalry and fair knighthood, 
That on romance forever you may brood. 


DAY’S ENDING 


The day is subsiding, 

The twilight swift gliding 
O’er land and sea. 

The spirit grows sweeter, 
And calmness sheds fleeter 
Its peace upon me. 


The winds end their moaning, 
The billows their groaning 
Along the sad lea. 

The clouds stop their flying, 
The birds their replying 
From meadow and tree. 


No sight in my vision 
Save nature’s derision, 
Ephemeral me; 

No object that’s human, 
Or angel or demon, 
Save silence and me. 


So burns the day out, 
And far stars eterne flout 
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Their mockery. 
Cease your defying, 
For only in dying 
Is dawn for me. 
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THE OTHER WORLD 


Funereal storm clouds thunder by, 

The dirgeful lake a threnody 

Chants to the somber, waning day, 
Great sea hawks, mounting, fade away, 


When swift from empyrean height, 
Cleaving the murky cloud, a light 

Of living blue and sky serene 

Wide through the parted heavens are seen. 


So in earth’s tempestuous day, 

When care and turmoil hold their sway, 
And wild thoughts take their fateful flight, 
Wan hovering by the gates of night, 


The thought of yon ethereal land 
Bursts like some fair and placid strand 
On shipwrecked mariner’s strained eye, 
Tossed by cruel gales incessantly, 


Where robed in soft, celestial light, 
Beyond the world’s harassing might, 
Blest angels through green pastures stray, 
Rejoicing the unending day. 

188 


The Other World 189 


And longings in the spirit well, 

A yearning inexpressible, 

For that bright haven of the soul, 
Whose raptures through the ages roll. 


REST 


Sometime, somewhere, I shall have rest, 
Though to the dregs my lips have pressed 
The cup of loneliness and grief, 

Of turmoil, discord, unrelief. 


What though the sad days droop and fall, 
Cadaverous and yellow all, 

Like withered leaves from dying trees, 
Shaken by the sobbing breeze? 


And what if in the sleepless night 

Pale fancy takes her mournful flight 

O’er realms devoid of warmth and mirth; 
Hard by the portals grim of death? 


If worn, distracted, and constrained, 
By vile contamination stained 

And misery, that I would fain 

In uncreated dust have lain? 


Ay, what of this?—a journey passed, 

A vigil that a night doth last, 

The toil that must prelude the gain, 

The presage of the garnered grain. 
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So do your worst, relentless fate, 

Speed all your darts ere ’tis too late, 
Though life be wormwood at the best, 
Sometime, somewhere, I shall have rest. 


THE PURPLE GERARDIA 


Pink, slender plant, with needle-like leaves, 
Shyly peeping from woodland eaves, 

The wireless message the breezes bring 
Bids me pronounce thee a cute little thing. 


Yesterday beside a tiny brook, 

I caught the monkey-flower’s look, 
Glancing about with pleasant grin 
On his acquaintances within. 


Cuteness in thine, good-natured grimace 
In his apparel I seem to trace, 

As lightly in the wood and stream 

You both disport ‘neath sunny beam. 
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THE WALKING-STICK 


Quaint walking-stick, as you pass by 
A real tourist I descry, 

In livery of green and brown 

Seeing the sights of all the town. 
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THE CRICKET 


O ebon minstrel, dipped in night’s own dye, 
How somber-hushed the summer nights would lie 
Should thine enlivening, merry chirps be still, 
Nor more the evening watches sprightly fill! 


Like kindly friends thou dost dispel the gloom 
With oft-repeated, ever-cheery tune, 

And cheerful as the daisy’s sunny eye 

The strains of thy sweet joviality. 
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THE KATYDID 


The blythe katydid hies 

Under summery skies 

As the harvest nighs, 

Making night resonant 

As its viols pant 

With tremulous strings concordant. 


Thou brows’st the greening leaves, 
The tree of knowledge heaves 
Beneath embowered eaves, 

And the cicada’s ziss 

Is like the serpent’s hiss 

That envied Eden’s bliss. 


The poets all have missed 
Thy spirit’s inward gist, 
Wilding arborealist. 

A ‘‘testy dogmatist”’ 

Was one poet’s list 

To call thee,—ill he wist. 


For learning is thy forte, 
And knowledge the retort 
Where thou hast subtly wrought; 
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The Katydid 


Thou dost not dogmatize, 
But seekest to apprize 
As best within thee lies. 


The essence of the nocturne 
Thou playest for hours long, 
Wing against wing drawn, 
Is but thine uttered lore, 
From out thy copious store, 
Of man’s work in miniature. 


The world of active thought 
Where new ideas are wrought 
Is cicada’s and locust’s sport; 
But unto katy’s faction 

The world of fervid action 

Is the chief attraction. 


Anon upon the ground, 

With many a fluttering sound, 
Vulgar grasshoppers bound, 
Alert and very spry 

To view with eager eye 
What’s going on near-by. 


A numerous progeny 

You grasshoppers seem to be 
In genealogic tree,— 
Long-horned grasshoppers, 
Short-horned grasshoppers, 
Flying grasshoppers, 
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Grasshoppers of low degree; 
But all in this agree, 
Whether bond or free, 

You list to know the run | 
Of whatever may be spun 
Under the luminant sun. 


THE IRON-WEED AND THE BLAZING 
STAR 


The iron-weed, with spirit tense, 
Stood firmly with unbending brow, 

Determined not to yield an inch,— 
An ugly customer enow. 


*Twas a marshy little spot 
Where the iron-weed chose its den, 
While on a mead the blazing star 
Sprang up beside a boggy fen. 


And though the iron-weed’s angry mood 
Was partly lacking in its mien, 

It stood just as defiantly 
The other gentler flowers between. 


So, while on its lofty perch 

The iron-weed will yield no whit, 
The blazing star as stubbornly 

Is minded not to budge a bit. 
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THE MALLOW: AND THE RUMEX 


Low-creeping o’er the heated ground, 
With flowers pink, the mallow round 
Raises its long-stemmed leaves, and leers 
At every woman who appears. 


*Tis easy to see where your thoughts are bent, 
In what soft luxury your content, 

Hiding in sequestered bower, 

You satyr-born, lascivious flower. 


A woman’s favor is all you ask, 

Then hie you greedily to the task, 
Pressing the parted lips so dank, 

The rosy breasts and shimmering flank. 


With zeal more passionate than your own, 
The rumex lifts its lustful crown, 

The whiles its leaves, all dashed with red, 
Dance bacchanals in the flower-bed. 


Even beneath the soil its heart 
Weaves its warm, libidinous art, 

For there the deep and lewd root tries 
To imitate a woman’s thighs. 


1 Malva rotundifolia. 
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THE PASSING OF SUMMER 


Peaceful, dreamy hours, fain would I have you 
stay, 

And o’er the blighted land resume your golden 
sway. 

How beauteous gleamed the fragrant world when 
you were here, 

Gracious with flowery loveliness and festal cheer ! 


And yet methought that your caress was oft too 
warm, 

Too fervid was the pressure of your circling arm; 

You wearied me as overzealous mistress would 

Her lover if she ever fondled, kissed, and cooed. 


Now gorgeous autumn, waiting, stands beside the 
door, 

Ready to grasp the scepter you can wield no 
more, 

And on the morn with her imperial, grand dye 

Begin to paint the crumbling year’s last 
pageantry. 
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LIFE’S WANING 


Now life wings swiftly toward its close, 
As autumn speeds the dying year, 
Or as at eve staid mariners 
Their barks toward tranquil haven steer. 


Gray eld now weaves its wintry crest, 
Like foam upon the crumpled brine, 

And mortal clay must tribute yield 
Soon to inexorable time. 


Yet who'd recall the vistas dim 
Where sleep the fugitive, sweet years, 
Or e’er awake with ruthless touch 
Forgotten founts of long-dried tears? 


And who would mourn the ebbing strength, 
The day declining unto night, 

The flower languished on its stalk, 
The radiant sun’s subsiding might? 


All bathed in warm and roseate light 
Before me dawns the glimmering goal, 
Afar with laurel-burdened hand 
Beckoning the upward-yearning soul. 
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THE SNAKE-HEAD: 


O flower most strange, of wan, sepulchral hue, 
What potent, weird charm is wrought in you, 
As passive half and half intense you stand 
So deathly still athwart the marshy land? 


Forced by some coarse or dense or brutish sphere 
From your high meditative course to veer, 
Wearied by presence low you ill can brook, 
You drop your theme, and only watch and look. 


And all your blood runs pallid in your vein, 
Arrested life beats slow within your brain; 
Constrained from your Icarian flight to fall, 
You almost cease to be a flower at all. 


t Chelone glabra, also called Turtle-head. 
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GLORY 


The temple-dome of cloudless sky, 
The sea-gulls pulsing upon high, 
Proclaim the crystal story; 
Light’s diamond dust upon the sea, 
The waves that crash along the lea, 


Say glory, glory, glory. 


The brightness of the flower-gemmed land, 
The flashing of the slippery strand, 
Repeat the living story; 
And all the winds that, heaving, sigh, 
And all the tides that, ebbing, cry, 
Moan glory, glory, glory. 


And every depth within the heart, 

The midmost founts of joy that start, 
Hearing the wondrous story, 

And all the passions of the soul 

That through time’s desert, craving, roll, 
Drink glory, glory, glory. 
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SADNESS 


O thou who turnest to the darkened realms 
Where weeps the mournful whippoorwill, and 
blows, 
Heavy with fragrant grief, the tuberose, 
And all droops sadly like the stately elms, 


What place within life’s mart is there for thee, 
Where all besides so brisk and merry glows, 
For thee, whose fount of grief perennial flows, 

Like moanings of an ever-breaking sea? 


Has then the silent night for thee no balm, 
Whose raven tresses garlanded with stars 
Transfigure day’s most gaunt and hideous scars, 

Whose moonlit glance, so beauteous and calm, 


Rests lovingly upon thee in thy griefs, 
Whose tender, outstretched arm around thee 
lies 
Comforting, as she breathes her witting sighs 
In whispers of innumerable leaves? 


Alas! Nor night nor busy mart for thee 
Holds solace that can heal thy ceaseless woe, 
But on and on with billows heaving slow 
Stretches the illimitable sea. 
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LIFE’S AUTUMNS 


Alone by autumn’s lingering flowers I go, 
As o’er the rusted sod faint breezes flow, 
And far away the sea’s tumultuous boom 
Foretells the year’s irrevocable doom. 


So one by one life’s golden, gliding years 

Wane to autumnal hues, while furtive fears 

Of wintry chill fly shuddering through the earth, 
Lending a sadness to the festive mirth. 


The fresh, new hopes of spring go hurrying by, 

Then summer moons their thoughtful shuttles 
ply, 

Anon the witting autumn treads apace, 

The joy of garnered harvests in her face. 


But may life’s page turn bright as these sweet 
flowers, 

Nodding so tranquilly in happy bowers, 

And may the passage of each fleeting year 

Fade just as full of yon autumnal cheer! 
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ETERNAL NATURE 


Tossing and tumbling, foaming and rumbling, 
Breaks the sea, 

Careening and tilting, screaming and lilting, 
The gulls flee. 


Birds so flew, and seas so drew 
Upon the strand, 

Ere man awoke, or laughter broke 
Adown the land. 


So birds shall wing, and waves shall fling 
Their melodies 

When men are gone, an after-song 
Of threnodies. 
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NATURE’S TEMPLE 


The dazzling clouds in shapeless towers, 
The purple slumber of the flowers, 
Ambrosial cool in glooming bowers, 
Are sweet beyond compare; 
The glint of rainbowed butterfly, 
The boundless lake’s dispassionate eye, 
The isles of blue in rifted sky, 
Unutterably fair. 


The sabbath stillness on the lea, 

The rhythmic plashing of the sea, 

A single white gull, wandering free 
By solitary strand, 

The peace on placid-curving knoll, 

The tinkling rivulet’s faint roll, 

The muse of joy-immantled soul, 
Pour beauty o’er the land. 


And as the winds all silent kneel, 
And sun-flecked shadows softly steal 
Through nature’s fane, the woods reveal 
The temple’s inmost shrine; 
And over field and melting hill, 
O’er lowly glen and hurrying rill, 
Reverent with worship, throb and thrill 
Echoes of the voice Divine. 
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REMEMBRANCE OF SUMMER 


Love’s throbbing days of dear desire are passed, 

When o’er the earth Arcadian idyl cast 

Summer’s sweet wand, and filled the shadowy 
groves 

With thrushes’ chant and murmurings of doves. 


No more the rose its incensed bosom bares 

To the caressing winds, no longer wears 
Triumphal flowery crowns the lovelorn plain, 
Where mist, decay, and coldness now hold reign. 


Yet in remembrance of the stately queen 
Autumn has sobered all her lovely green, 
And with her blood-red leaves’ ethereal fire 
Has built for her a matchless funeral pyre. 


208 


SUMMER’S RETURN 


Again on northern shore 
The south wind sighs, and Autumn puts to 
rout; 
With mellowing hand she spreads the distance 
out, 
Where all was cramped before. 


Summer returns to see 
If they who mourned her now her quite forget, 
If asters and closed gentians, which she set, 
From farewell tears are free. 


She casts her amorous net 
On glistening seas of former revelry; 
And, fallen though her fragrant dynasty, 
Weeps, ‘‘I am mistress yet.” 


Though thus she comes again, 
She finds me no less resolute and free 
Of heart, ready to bear or strive or be 


Whatever fate ordain. 
14 
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THE MARCH OF LIFE 


Now Autumn lights its beacon fires 
Upon unnumbered leaves, 

And forests smite their mighty lyres 
For nature’s last reprieves. 


The eagles in their dizzy flight 
Up the high ether slide, 

And clouds with all-embracing might 
Roll o’er the mountain side. 


So upward, onward, with the years 
As rugged stepping stones, 

We mount in vigil and in tears 
Toward the eternal thrones. 
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A LOVE LYRIC 


The sea melts in the sky, the sky in sea, 
So merge thou into me. 


Afar the shimmering white gulls homeward flee, 
And fly thou unto me. 


The doves love lyrics murmur in the tree, 
These whisper I to thee. 


The glowing sun draws vapor upon high, 
So let me draw thee nigh. 


Pillowed on stream the lily sways in rest, 
And dream thou on my breast. 
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SEPTEMBER 


The clouds are piled in towering peaks 
On the cerulean sky, 

The sun its twinkling lightning spills 
O’er waters far and nigh. 


Athwart the purples of the wave 
The perch leaps silvery, 

And like a rainbowed water-snake 
Finned shoals wind elfinly. 


The gentians with their vivid hue 
Make trine with sky and sea, 
And breezes wrapt in coolness fling 
Their freshness o’er the lea. 


September, gorgeous potentate, 
Exults in kingly dower, 

And o’er his gleaming empire wide 
Displays his splendid power. 
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THE SEA-GULL 


Beautiful gray sea-gull, far quivering down the 
tide, 

With milk-white bosom flashing as o’er the dap- 
pled lake you glide, 

Piping with blithe abandon your ever wild and 
sea-sweet stave 

As blissfully you mount on high or plunge ’neath 
greening wave. 


Your webbed feet betoken a denizen of sky and 
sea, 

And all your jet-tipped feathers are signs of 
slight obscurity, 

Your sable bill with keen, deep gathering of lore 
is fraught, 

And all your lovely form expressive seems of lofty 
thought. 


So wing the thoughts, most general and dipped 
in dark and bright, 

When, pondering on the Word, reflection spreads 
its vagrant flight, 

Now diving down some qutward path of learning 
to pursue, 

And now in buovant meditation nearing heaven’s 
blue. 


213 


THE BELTED KINGFISHER 


The woodpeckers, that race of critics, 
Were thrumming on the trees, 

And autumn winds their tonic flinging 
Of wine upon the lees, 


When sat the kingfisher most sedate 
On overhanging bough, 

Ready in quest of finny prey 
The dimpled lake to plow. 


Behold the scholar at his task, 
Bedight with learnéd passion, 

The Bible texts from first to last 
Expounding in brainy fashion. 


Bent o’er the surface of the Word, 
Scanning its verbal content, 

And bringing out some finny lore 
To show us what is there meant, 


He spins aloft his strident talk, 
With flight none too exalted; 
In matters exegetical 
He surely has not faltered. 
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COUPLETS 


What are the wild waves saying as they leap 
against the shore? 

What are the storm winds neighing as they crash 
the forests o’er? 


What speak the stars above us as they majestic 
sweep 

Like unto fiery coursers out of the marvellous 
deep? 


Of truth and love and wisdom is their immaculate 
cry 

As down Time’s giant pathway resistlessly they 
fly. 


Yet men throng by unheeding, naught hearing in 
the press, 
Or say ‘‘’Tis but an echo out of the wilderness.” 


What is the green corn lauding, with lusty 
diadem? 
What are the fat swine grunting, wallowing in 
the pen?* 
«Corn symbolizes intelligent hustling to make money, 


and swine symbolizes the love of making money. 
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216 Couplets 


Mutterings of pelf and gain and pompous luxury, 
These are the sounds borne gratingly across the 
lea. 


But, lo, the swine’s twang was sweet music to 
their ear 
Who willed not the eternal symphony to hear! 


THE WORLD SEA 


The great sea rolls amain, and writhes, and 
twists, and foams, 

And many a sobbing cry comes forth from the 
misty glooms. 

So writhes the mighty sea of world humanity, 

As many a moaning sigh beats on the wintry sky. 
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THE BUSH-HONEYSUCKLE 


Pretty honeysuckle in woodland bowers, 

With deprecatory mien and outstretched flowers, 
Surely you strive, ’mid the sylvan congregation, 
To stablish peace by your conciliation. 


218 


A DAY IN JUNE 


The golden glory of a day in June 

Rose like the phoenix, as a grateful boon, 

From leagues of whirling mist and festooned 
cloud, 

Rose till these faded from its pinions proud. 


The golden glory of a day in June, 

When wind-born lilies sway and whitely loom’ 
Upon the wandering billows’ crested gleam, 
And grow and vanish like a wondrous dream! 


The golden glory of a day in June, 

As in the neighboring thickets dimly tune 

Pensive wood-thrushes their marvellous, sweet 
song, 

In quiet, heavenly ecstasy upborne! 


The golden glory of a day in June 

That brings no burdens, nurtured of the gloom, 
But only in the peaceful hours’ roll 

Murmurs a gentle stillness through the soul! 
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A SEA FANTASY 


Beat thy white wings against the shore, 
O sea, with thy perturbéd roar; 

Let thy foam hammers smite the strand 
Until reverberates the land. 


So potent thou in thy vast sway 

To mold all things as though of clay, 
Canst thou then raise the joy that’s dead, 
Or vivify these hours of lead? 


As wanes yon crimson in the west, 
And day descends to darkened rest, 
So wane the joys that once were fair, 
And rest as they who sleep fore’er. 


Puissant as some ancient god 

Who mocks at mortals as a clod, 
Impotent art thou to bring one breath, 
One echo from that land of death. 
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THE TOWHEE 


‘“To-whee, to-whee,’’—his blithesome cries 
Ring through the thickets as he eyes 
With great content the woodland wide, 
And moves his head from side to side. 


His crown of jet he proudly tossed, 
As if in contemplation lost 

Of splendid grove and teeming plain, 
So wild and fair in his domain. 


Exulting in his ownership, 

He seemed to say with happy lip, 
“Here every leaf on every tree 
Belongs to nobody but me.’”’ 
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THE WEIGELIA 


Weigelia, through many a tangled bell 
Pealing forth thy sylvan spell, 
Blithely receiving the woodland folk 
With gracious word and pleasant look, 


Of all contestants in garden clan 
Thou art appointed in the van, 

By vote of all the population, 
Permanent committee of reception. 
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THE CAPE JESSAMINE 


Gardenia, daughter of the East, 

With sculptured petals like marble tears, 
Flambeaux of tender-hearted ruth 

Thine alabaster forehead wears. 


Deep-scented like the tuberose, 
Which sobs aloud in poignant grief, 
Thy woe but lesser sorrow shows 
In waxen bud and drooping leaf. 


When death its fatal dart has sped, 

For loved ones struck the fateful hour, 
Symbol of mourning for the dead 

Art thou strange, lovely, pallid flower. 
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IN MY CANOE 


In my canoe 

The pensive blue 

Of trackless lake I roam; 
Beneath the bound, 
Ashore the sound, 

Of billows’ silvery moan. 


So fresh the air, 

It seems to bear 

The essence of the deep; 
And wild and free 

Is the minstrelsy 

Of many waters’ leap. 


Anon the moon 

Crescents the gloom 

To dance on watery wold; 
And mirrored star 

From worlds afar 

Paves my path with gold. 


Their lanterns ply 
Rash fire-flies, 
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Seeking watery graves; 
And far amain 

In darkened train 

Plunge the ceaseless waves. 


So light and trim 

To float or spin 

Are you, my little canoe, 
Fain would I glide 

The water’s side 

Full many an hour in you. 


THE SPELL OF NATURE 


O the beauty of it all, 

The lisping billows’ rise and fall, 

The rose-flushed west, the wind-swept shore, 
The drowsy flowers, and the sea’s soft roar. 
But all our words are weak to tell 

The magic, beautiful, sweet spell. 


And now the stars, seen one by one, 

In slow career aloft are swung, 

And through the trees, with steady gleam, 
The half-moon sheds its lustrous sheen. 
Yet all our words are weak to tell 

The magic, beautiful, sweet spell. 


Then breathes the night its tender grace, 
Longing ineffable in its face; 

And from the depth of toil and dearth 
The soul is born anew on earth. 

But oh, how weak are words to tell 

The magic, beautiful, sweet spell! 
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AN AUTUMN PASTORAL 


Under the juniper and pine, 
Age-worn as they steadily watch, 
Over the boisterous brine, 
The fleet years like billows march, 


Here solace is found for the soul, 
As up from the vast sea plain 
Immeasurable breezes roll 
To comfort thee in thy pain. 


In one long eternal sleep 
The flowers have passed away, 
And scarcely a withered leaf 
Rocks on the branches gray. 


Yet in her midmost heart 
The pulses of nature are warm, 
She forgets not her soothing art, 
Of all her graces though shorn. 
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LATE AUTUMN 


The lightness of the southern breeze, 
The mellowness of fall, 

Breathe through the myriad-colored world, 
And glorify it all. 


The leaves have fallen from the ash, 
Oaks lose their fiery glow, 

And, flashed from green and purple deeps, 
The billows murmur low. 


The clouds in fleecy, white attire, 
Like flocks of herded sheep, 

While hurrying down the heavenly path 
A scattered order keep. 


The softness of the south is here, 
Turning the dross to gold; 

And high as yonder sea-gull flies, 
Sublimely fades the old. 
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SOLITUDE 


Away from the busy haunts of men 
To where nature reigns supreme, 

Away from the bustle and the din 
Awhile to muse and dream! 


The mazy cloudlets seem so sweet, 
The zephyr’s gentle roll, 

The changeful shadows on the lake, 
The wavelets’ thoughtful toll. 


O blessed refuge from the strife, 
The moments spent with thee 
Bring heaven down upon the earth 

In rapt solemnity! 
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AT EVEN 


The flush upon the slumb’rous west 
Is waning into dusk, 

And hidden founts of blessedness 
Upstart with inward musk. 


The vesper robin’s fluted notes 
Ring over mead and lawn, 

And universal nature sings 
One tender, grateful song. 


The evening hours are filled with peace, 
And with a wistful joy, 

That lift the spirit upon wings 
Above the world’s annoy. 
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RECOMPENSE 


Our years are tides that ebb away, 
They falter like the failing day. 
Our life is but a breath, a span; 
Our task is done, and we are gone. 


Our life, though strangely slight and brief, 
Is thronged with troubles and with grief, 
Wrinkled with care and marred with strife, 
And with all saddened ills is rife. 


O would that from this life of pain 
Guerdons of blessedness we gain 
That rob the years of all their sting 
And an eternal harvest bring! 
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GLORIA MUNDI 


The lisping winds harp through the tremulous 
boughs, 
The sapient lyreman drones its stridulous cry, 
An August haze far veils the circling hills, 
And all the woods with tender gladness sigh. 


Yet earthly beauty shall not long endure; 
Yon stately palaces of rich and great 

Shall crumble, and e’en these hills of flinty rock 
Shall riven be, and slow disintegrate. 


But the possessions of the inward heart, 
Won toilsomely in life’s reluctant mart, 

These, deathless, falter, fade, or crumble not, 
Impregnable to time’s destroying art. 
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SECURITY 


"Tis not enough to build a wall 
That any caitiff bold can maul; 
’Tis not enough a fold to reach 
That every ravening wolf can breach. 


What profit us the placid seas 
When tempests can arise with ease? 
Of what avail the earth so still 

If earthquakes sunder can at will? 


How will suffice the highest joy 
When some keen acid’s base annoy 
Dissolves our higher self in flight, 
And we sink, severed from delight? 


O for some spot where envious thieves 
Filch not our crown of laurel leaves, 
Where all the soul is hedged about 
From brutish sot and moral lout! 


O for some world’s established flow, 

Where no inconstant breezes blow, 

Along whose flower-scented lane 

The soul unfaltering steps may gain! 
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EQUANIMITY 


Fret not thyself o’er-much at rasping things; 
Of what avail 
To storm and rail 

At hard and inauspicious happenings? 


It only wastes the spirit’s animation, 
And does no good 
To rave and flood 
The air with harsh and angry imprecation. 


Let not the waters of thy spirit rage 
Like rapids’ swirl 
Or eddying whirl 
Of savage, frantic maelstrom’s maddest stage. 


Be not the rivers of thy spirit so, 
But keep them pent 
In peaceful bent 
As lightly down life’s hurrying slope they go. 
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PROVIDENCE 


Wherefore sits God in His high heaven apart, 
While vultures of despair feed on our heart? 
Like shipwrecked mariners on barren shore 
Our fond hopes wither till they be no more. 


Some noxious presence that we cannot shun, 
Or some insidious germ whereby, undone, 

We suffer, though bred not of our evil thought, 
But by the wickedness of others wrought,— 


All the innumerable ills ’neath which we groan, 

Which weave life’s warp with woof of endless 
moan, 

Springing from causes not in our control, 

Yet rending us like waves’ incessant roll; 


Through these, with anguished misery distraught, 

Writhing in gnawing pain, with God we’ve 
fought, 

And Ajax-like, defying the lightning’s dread, 

We’ve bid Him ease our ills or strike us dead. 


So act we because we do not understand, 
Because we do not hold the complex strand 
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236 Providence 


To guide us through woe’s labyrinth unkind, 
Dark unto all save the far-seeing Mind. 


Why should we understand, for we are men 

Not God, and He alone has piercing ken 

To scan the intricate threads that bring our 
hell ,— 

The full-meshed web of laws immutable. 


God is all good, all wise, all just, so much 

Is true where’er His potent work we touch; 
The fault is in our dwarfed and purblind eyes, 
And no injustice in the Highest lies. 


AGE AND YOUTH 


Like fragrance of exquisite rose, 
Or moan of doves on leafy bough, 
Like springtime boon when south wind blows, 
To age the light on youth’s fair brow. 
Can January mate with June, 
Or winter’s frost with summer’s bloom? 


Like meadows sweet with new-mown hay, 
Like water-lily’s milk-white sheen, 
Like distant sail on silvery bay, 
Or rippling waters’ moonlit gleam. 
Can January mate with June, 
Or winter’s frost with summer’s bloom? 


Youth calls to youth, and age must keep 
A wistful vigil in its cell, 
Pondering o’er the wisdom deep 
Life’s sere and withered pages spell. 
Can January mate with June, 
Or winter’s frost with summer’s bloom? 


Like monk in monastery strong, 
It may behold the fresh and gay, 
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238 Age and Youth 


But may not mingle with the throng 
As hastens the declining </ay. 
Can January mate with June, 
Or winter’s frost with summer’s bloom? 


A LOVE SONG 


Last night I held thee in mine arms, 
And earth to heaven drew near; 

To-day the clouds in dark alarms 
The badge of mourning wear. 


Though thou art severed from my sight, 
Thou art to memory clear 

As lovely Hesperus is bright 
Though claimed by distance drear. 


Crooned to by swelling billows strong, 
The organ of the brine, 

Saddened by distant birds’ low song 
I’m left to mourn and pine. 


Like swallow tipped with evening’s glow, 
Winging o’er haloed sea, 

Dart forth thy spirit’s tender flow, 
Skim down, sweet love, to me. 
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OLD AGE 


Gone are the perished hours 
Of manhood’s lilting brawn, 

Gone are the wilted flowers 
Of life’s tumultuous morn. 


Past is the careless prancing 
Of mirth and jollity, 

Past is the jubilant dancing 
Of love’s bright levity. 


Dead is the sunlight’s shimmer 
That gilded all with gold, 

Come is the moonlight’s glimmer 
That turneth all things cold. 


Lost is the native homeland 
Of youth’s tempestuous joys, 
Exiles from love’s own land 
We feed on strange annoys. 


The calm of age’s saws 
Is like to Alpine snows, 
Or extinct crater’s jaws 
Whence no more lava flows. 
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Old Age 


Affrighted by many ills 
Health has flown away, 
As hoary eld distills 
Flat vintage of its day. 


As earthly pleasures fade, 
And lusty passions fail, 
It may be an aid 
To look beyond the veil. 


Already life’s slow fires 

Are smouldering on the hearth, 
Already pale desires 

Are feeble from the birth. 


Soon with unsteady steps 
’Twill creep in pilgrimage, 
As time in ledger keeps 
The debits to its page. 


Soon all that will be left 
Is a little crust, 

Within an earthy cleft, 
Of ashes and of dust. 
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THE REDSTART 


What swift and dashing airs 
This little warbler wears, 

So brilliantly accoutered 

In glossy black and red! 


Vigorously he flies 

On deeds of high emprise, 
Like gayly jousting knight, 
Or speeding horseman bright. 


To dazzle and amaze 

The wonder-stricken gaze, 
Creating a sensation 

By quick and spirited action,— 


This is his inward heart, 

As he strains all his art 

To brighten with his presence 
The thickets dull and dense, 


And darts now here, now there, 
In mad flight through the air, 
Or spreads his tail in pride 

At his fleet and skillful glide. 
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OUR BEST 


Do the best we know, 
Though on to-morrow’s brow 
Only clouds of gloom 

Hang their dun festoon. 


Do the best we know, 

Though our quivering prow 

Be torn by crashing waves 

That dash ’gainst rock-born caves. 


Do the best we know 

While life’s currents flow, 
Though our feet be riven 
By cruel paths to heaven. 


Do the best we know. 
Though life’s forces bow, 
And at our stony pillow 
Sit grim care and sorrow. 


Do the best we know, 
Though in our station low 
No perfect work be wrought 
By all our striving thought. 
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Our Best 


Do the best we know, 

Though dim wise counsels grow; 
And blur the fleeting years 
Through vision-blinding tears. 


Do the best we know,— 
Would heaven would allow 
Us to improve our best 
Ere our eternal rest! 


LIFE’S POTION 


Drink down life’s potion like a man, 
Though death be in the cup, 

And more than death,—¢grief’s endless herd 
That time keeps rounding up. 


Learn, then, to suffer in patient woe, 
Keep your complainings dumb, 

Though shaken like an aspen leaf, 
With chilling sorrows numb. 


Sometime the savage storm must cease, 
Sometime the buffets still, 

Sometime you must a haven reach 
That peaceful waters fill. 


When fate is glutted with your throes, 
Ye stricken of lightning’s blast, 

All that endure unto the end 
Shall find the goal at last. 
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JOY 


A joy within my heart is singing, ever singing; 
Like surges from some sea’s primordial being 
Its billows through my inmost spirit thrill, 
And with unmeasured peace my longings still. 


A joy within my heart is singing, ever singing, 
In moments rare a subtle incense bringing 

Of bliss beyond all thought or words to tell,— 
A radiant, all-embracing, mystic spell. 


A joy within my heart is singing, ever singing; 
Whence comest thou on wondrous, errant wing, 
Bubbling o’er like fount of living wine, 

Wafting quenchless flow of bliss divine? 


A joy within my heart is singing, ever singing; 
O would that I could stay thy wandering, 

And hold thee evermore in midmost breast, 
Whose sorrows then were lulled to endless rest! 
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LIFE’S TRIUMPH 


We start our path in artless infancy, 

Then boyhood’s hours we sport through merrily, 
Youth next us greets with Protean appeals 

Of sense, of measured logic, high ideals. 


Rebellious here oft from the path we stray. 

Soon strong-willed manhood comes across our 
way, 

Proud in accomplishment, of judgment keen, 

And nurtured on the milk of self-esteem. 


Last old age hastes to touch us with his wand, 
And, lo, upon our brow white hairs abound; 
But as amends for loss of lusty beams 

A crown of wisdom on our forehead gleams. 


Our steps were linked together, each to each, 
As morning, noon, and eve together reach, 
Not scattering, in futile circles bent, 

But all unto a perfect whole were blent. 


The day is spent, the evening comes apace, 
The lengthening shadows o’er the meadows race. 
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248 Life’s Triumph 


Our tasks are done, at nature’s stern behest 
We lay us down upon our couch to rest. 


We fall asleep mid shadows of the night,— 
To waken in another world’s full light. 
This is life’s triumph, that its twilight gray 
Is but the portal to a lordlier day. 
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